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TO 


THE     KING, 


SIR, 

±  H  E  following  work,  the  reiult 
of  much  application,  was  at  firft  undertaken, 
and  has  been  completed  folely  from  a  defire 
to  promote  the  caufe  of  Religion,  and  the 
credit  of  the  Eftabliflied  Church. 

In  this  point  of  view,  I  truft,  it  may  not 
appear  unworthy  the  regard  of  a  Monarch, 
who  has  uniformly  fliewn  himfelf  the  firm 
fupporter  of  that  Church,  and  gracioufly  ex- 

prefTed 


(     iv     ) 

PieHed  his  convidion  of  its  intrinfic  purity, 
and  infeparable  conneftion  with  our  excellent 
Conftitution. 

That  the  Church  of  England  may  con- 
tinue to  flouriih,  and  preferve  its  accuftomed 
mildnefs  and  moderation,  under  the  happy 
government  of  Your  Majefty  and  Your  lUuf- 
trious  Defcendants,  to  the  lateft  ages,  is  the 
earjieft  prayer  of, 

SIR, 

Your  majesty's  mod  obedient, 
and  moft  devoted  Servant, 

W.  D.  TATTERSALL. 


THE 


AUTHOR'S    PREFACE. 


^  I^HE  following  attempt  on  the  Pfalms,  though 
-*"  a  mixture  of  Tranflation  and  Paraphrafe, 
will,  I  hope,  be  found  to  contain  little  more  of 
the  latter  kind  than  what  may  be  ufeful  either  in 
opening  the  fenfe,  or  in  pointing  out  the  connexion, 
of  the  Original.  The  defedls  of  it,  great  as  they 
muft  be,  w^ould  probably  have  been  much  greater, 
had  it  not  been  favoured  with  a  revifal  by  a  gentle- 
man, whofe  various  and  well-known  abilities,  toge- 

a  ther 
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ther  with  his  Angular  acquaintance  with  the  Hebrew 
Poetry,  rendered  him  peculiarly  qualified  for  the  of- 
fice. 1  he  Reverend  Dodtor  Lowth,  Prebendary 
of  Durham,  having  read  a  part  of  the  work,  was 
pleafed  to  exprefs  a  defire  of  feeing  the  whole  :  the 
Author  of  it  was  too  fenfible  of  the  advantage  which 
was  likely  to  refult  from  his  infpe61ion  of  it,  to  de- 
cline fuch  an  offer  ;  and  takes  this  opportunity  of 
publicly  acknowledging  the  very  great  fervice  which 
he  has  received  from  this  gentleman's  afliftance  ; 
who,  after  having  in  a  moft  friendly  and  candid  man- 
ner propofed  his  objecSlions  where  he  judged  them 
neceflfary,  was  pleafed  to  encourage  and  advife  the 
publication  of  the  work.  My  thanks  are  alfo  par- 
ticularly due  to  my  very  worthy  and  learned  neigh- 
bour, John  Love  day,  Efq.  to  whofe  perufal  the 
feveral  parts  of  the  work  were  fubmitted,  aknoft 
as  foon  as  compofed,  and  whofe  accurate  criticifms 
have  rendered  it  lefs  unworthy  of  the  public  light ; 
to  which,  without  confirlting  fuch  judicious  friends 

as 
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as  himfelf  and  the  gentleman  above-mentioned,  it 
had  been  prefumption  to  expofe  it :  as  the  latter  of 
thefe  gentlemen  (whofe  fon,  Mr.  John  Loveday, 
of  Magdalen  College,  Oxford,  a  young  gentle- 
man of  diftinguifhed  abilities  and  learning,  has  fe- 
conded  him  in  every  office  of  friendlhip  and  hu- 
manity towards  me)  has  moft  readily  affifted  me  in 
confidering  the  fenfe  of  the  Original  whenever  I 
have  applied  to  him,  fo  the  former  has  favoured  me 
with  a  great  number  of  obfervations  on  the  Hebrew 
Text ;  which  I  may  hereafter  (if  God  give  me 
health)  commit  to  the  prefs,  together  with  many 
others  communicated  to  me  by  perfons  of  very  great 
learning  and  eminence,  and  with  fuch  remarks  as 
have  occurred  to  myfelf  in  comparing  my  Verfion 
or  Paraphrafe  with  the  Original.  Though  the  an- 
notations which  I  have  received  from  Dr.  Lowth 
were  written  in  a  very  expeditious  manner,  with- 
out confulting  many  commentators,  yet  the  fingu- 
lar  attention  which  that  learned  gentleman  appears 

a   2  (in 
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(In  his  admirable  Ledures  on  the  Hebrew  Poetry) 
to  have  paid  to  the  Pfalms,  as  well  as  to  the  other 
poetical  parts  of  Holy  Scripture,   had  fo  prepared 
him  for   the   work   which  he  has  thus  obligingly 
taken  upon  him,  that  they  will,  I  am  perfuaded, 
be  found  worthy  of  their  author.      As.  thofe  anno- 
tations  which  have  been  put  into  my  hands  are 
(many  of  them  at  leaf!:)  fuch  as  will  not  be  under- 
ftood  by  any  perfons  who  have  not  applied  them* 
felves  to  the  ftudy  of  the  learned  languages,  I  have 
rather  chofen  to  referve  them  for  a  feparate  volume 
'than  to  fubjoin  them  to  the  Vcrfion  or  Paraphrafe 
which  is  here  prefented  to  the  reader.      The  in- 
conveniences arifing  from  my  fituation,  remote  from 
any  of   the  moft  public  libraries,  have  been  in  a 
great  meafure  remedied  by  my  accefs  to  the  large 
and  well-chofen  libraries  of  a  gentleman  before  men- 
tioned,  and  of  my  late  pious,   learned,  and  inge- 
nious friend,  the  Reverend  Do6lor  Bolton,  Dean 
of  Carlifle,  as  alfo  by  the  favour  of  the  moft  Re- 
verend 
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verend  the  Lord  Archblfliop  of  Canterbury  ; 
who  has  (In  addition  to  the  many  other  inftances, 
which  I  have  experienced,  of  his  Grace's  good- 
nefs  and  condefcenfion)  been  pleafed  to  honour  me, 
on  this  occafion,  with  the  voluntary  offer,  and  the 
ufe,  of  fome  of  the  mofl:  confiderable  expofitions 
of  the  Pfalms;  fuch  as  thofe  of  Geierus,  Michae- 
lis,  and  Houbigant ;  together  with  Celfius's  Hie- 
robotanicon,  Hillerus's  Hierophyticon,  and  feveral 
new  Verfions  of  the  Pfaker  in  different  languages. 
As  the  communication  of  thefe  valuable  helps  de- 
mands my  humblell  gratitude,  fo  it  likewife  en- 
courages me  to  hope  (though  my  own  incapacity 
and  a  long  courfe  of  ill  health  will  fcarce  allow  me 
to  think  of  attempting  a  regular  Comment  on  the 
Pfalms)  that  it  may  be  in  my  power,  in  fome  in- 
ftances, to  confirm  by  fufHcient  authorities,  fuch  in- 
terpretations of  feveral  difficult  texts  as  I  have  fol- 
lowed, and,  in  others,  to  difcover  the  errors  which 
I  have  committed. 

It 
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It  may  be  proper  to  advertife  the  reader,  that 
the  Verfion  or  Paraphrafe  of  the  Pfalms  now  put 
into  his  hands  has  not  been  calculated  for  the  ufes 
of  Public  Worfhip.  The  Tranflator  knew  not  how, 
without  negledling  the  Poetry,  to  write  in  fuch 
language  as  the  common  fort  of  people  would  be 
likely  to  underfland :  for  the  fame  reafon  he  could 
not  confine  himfelf  in  general  to  ftanzas,  nor,  con- 
fequently,  adopt  the  meafures  to  which  the  tunes 
ufed  in  our  Churches  correfpond.  However,  as 
his  meafures  are  all  of  the  Lyric  kind,  his  work 
may,  he  hopes,  anfwer  the  purpofes  of  private  de- 
votion. Two  of  the  Pfalms,  the  hundred  and  ele- 
venth and  the  hundred  and  twelfth,  have  indeed 
been  purpofely  tranflated  or  paraphrafed  in  the 
meafure  which  anfwers  to  the  tune  of  the  hundredth 
Pfalm,  as  it  is  fung  in  the  Church,  on  account  of 
its  known  excellence. 

The  judicious  reader  will  not,  it  is  hoped,  be 

offended. 
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offended,  if  he  finds  the  fame  phrafes,  and  even 
the  fame  lines,  fometimes  occur  in  different  Pfalms, 
when  he  confiders  what  Hberty  of  repetition  the 
Hebrew  Poetry  admits  in  one  and  the  fame  Poem, 
and,  confequently,  how  often  the  fame  expreiTions 
are  likely  to  be  found  in  a  colledion  of  many  He- 
brew Poems  compofed  on  fimilar  fubjeds.  The 
candid  Critic  may  the  better  judge  what  degree  of 
indulgence  the  Tranflator  of  fuch  a  w^ork  may  ftand 
in  need  of,  if  he  knows  to  how  great  difficulties 
no  lefs  able  a  writer  than  Corneille  was  reduced 
on  a  like  occafion  :  whofe  words,  in  the  Preface  to 
his   poetical  Verfion  and  Paraph rafe  of  Thomas  a 

Kempis,  are  as  follows  : "   Sur  tout  les  redites 

''  y  font  fi  frequentes,  que  quand  noftre  Langue 
"  feroit  dix  fois  plus  abondante  qu'elle  n'eft,  je 
'*  I'aurois  epu-isee  fort  aisement,  et  j'avoiie  que  je 
''  n^ay  pu  trouver  le  fecret  de  diverfificr  mes  ex- 
"  preffions,  toutes  les  fois  que  j'ay  cu  la  mefme 
"  chofe  a  exprimer." 

Whatever 
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Whatever  imperfe6lions  may  be  difcovered  In 
the  following  performance,  when  examined  with 
a  critical  view,  I  (hall  by  no  means  think  my  la- 
bour either  ufelefs  or  unrecompenfed,  if  any  pious 
perfons  fhall  find  their  devotion  affifted  and  improv- 
ed by  it,  or  their  love  more  ftrongly  excited  to- 
wards the  great  Author  of  our  Salvation,  fo  evi- 
dently pointed  out  in  the  courfe  of  thefe  divine 
Compofitions. 

June  5,    I  765. 


THE 


THE 


EDITOR'S   PREFACE. 


^  I  ^HE  Liturgy  of  tlie  Church  of  England  is  allow- 
-■-  ed,  by  the  moft  learned  and  devout  members 
of  the  reformed  churches  abroad,  as  well  as  by  the 
moft  candid  and  liberal  of  all  religious  feCls  among 
ourfelves,  to  contain  a  judicious  compilation  of  fub- 
lime  and  admirable  compofitions.  Probably  it  is  al- 
together the  beft  that  ever  was  formed  for  the  ufe  of 
any  Chriftian  community,  except  perhaps  in  the 
apoftolic  age.    It  has,  therefore,  been  often  lament- 

b  ed, 
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ed,  that  the  poetical  verfion  of  the  Pfalms,  by  Stern- 
hold  and  Hopkins,  fhould  be,   on  the  whole,  fo 
unfultable  to  it ;   that  the  part  of  the  fervice,  which 
confifts  in  finging  the  praifes  of  our  Creator,  has 
confequently  fuffered  a  fhameful  negledl  ;  and  that, 
from  the  fame  caufe,  various  abufes  have  gradually 
arifen,  which  it  requires  a  very  careful  interference 
to  correal.      For  the  removal  of  thefe  complaints, 
it  appeared  to  the  Editor,  that  the  verfion  compofed 
by  the  late  Mr.   Merrick   was  peculiarly  fitted, 
excepting  only  that  it  was  not  divided  into  ftanzas 
throughout;    an   objedtlon  w^hlch  it  has  coft  him 
fome  time  and  attention  to  obviate.      Frequent  en- 
deavours have  indeed  been  ufed  to  render  the  old 
verfion  lefs  exceptionable,  by  feleding  from  It  cer- 
tain portions  of  the  Pfalms  ;    but  thefe  well-meant 
defigns,  from  fome  defe6l  or  other,  have  generally 
failed  of  producing  the  defired  effedt.      As  a  more 
complete  remedy,  Brady  and  Tate  employed  them- 
felves  in  forming  an  entire  new  verfion,  which  they 

obtained 
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obtained  permiffion  to  introduce  among  thofe  con- 
gregations who  were  inclined  to  receive  it.  This 
performance  did  indeed  deferve  confiderable  appror 
bation  when  produced,  but  appears  to  come  far 
fliort  of  that  fmce  made  by  Mr.  Merrick,  both  in 
perfpicuity  and  fubhmity  of  expreffion.  Yet  the 
utmofi:  hope  of  this  excellent  Author,  refpe61ing  the 
practical  ufe  of  his  verfion,  feems  to  have  been  that 
it  might  be  found  to  ferve  the  purpofes  of  private 
devotion.  He  has  even  afligned  a  reafon  why  he 
could  not  make  it  fit  for  public  worfliip  ;  namely, 
"  that  he  knew  not  how,  without  neglecting  the 
''  poetry,  to  write  in  fuch  language  as  the  common 
''  fort  of  people  would  be  likely  to  underftand. 
"  And  for  the  fame  reafon,"  he  adds,  ^'  he  could 
"  not  confine  himfelf  in  general  to  ftanzas,  nor 
''  confequently  adopt  tlic  meafures  to  which  the 
*'  tunes  ufed  in  our  churches  correfpond."  He 
has,  however,  with  a  view -to  the  former  purpofc, 
compofcd  Doxologies   adapted  to  his  own  metres, 

b   2  and 
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and  even  where  he  has  not  divided  the  Pfalm  into 
ftanzas :  a  circumftance  very  favourable  to  the  defign* 
of  introducing  his  verfion  into  general  ufe. 

Many  perfons  indeed  have  thought  with  the  Au^- 
thor  himfelf,  that  Mr.  Merrick's  verfion  is  entirely 
above  the  capacity  of  the  loweft  clafs  of  people  ; 
and  perhaps  it  is  hardly  poffible  to  write  any  thing, 
which,  to  perfons  fo  uninftrudled,  fhall  be  in  all 
refpeds  intelligible  :  but  whoever  compares  it  with 
the  verfion  of  Sternhold  and  Hopkins,  or  the  later 
produ6lion  of  Brady  and  Tate,  will  certainly  dif- 
cover  that  this  obje6lion  holds  not  lefs  flrongly 
againfl:  them  :  and  that,  in  the  work  before  us,  the 
cxpreflions  which  convey  the  fentiments  of  the 
Royal  Prophet,  are  for  the  moft  part  clear,  as  well 
as  poetical  and  fublime.  But  though  the  Author 
found  it  not  convenient  to  divide  the  Pfalms  in  ge- 
neral into  flanzas,  a  difficulty  has  arifen  to  fome 
readers  from  that  very  circumftance  :  for  in  long- 
continued 
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continued  fentences  they  have  feemed  to  want,  not- 
withltanding  the  pun6luation,  fome  guide  to  diredl 
and  fix  their  attention,  and  to  (hew  them  where  to 
reil.  In  the  form  now  given  to  thefe  compofitions, 
befides  that  they  are  thereby  fitted  for  parochial 
"ofe,  the  reader  will  be  enabled  to  dwell  upon  each 
verfe  at  pleafure,  and  digefl:  the  fenfe,  without  fear 
of  error,  as  he  proceeds. 

The  two  former  verfions,  allowing  for  the  times 
in  which  they  were  made,  may  certainly  be  regard- 
ed as  efforts  greatly  laudable  ;  but  when  we  con- 
fider  to  what  degree  of  perfection  our  language  has 
now  arrived,  and  with  what  propriety  and  elegance 
Mr.  Merrick  has  expreffed,  and  often  explained 
the  fenfe  of  his  infpired  Author,  it  Is  no  unfair  de- 
rogation from  them  to  point  out  where  tb-e  prefer- 
ence muft  unavoidably  be  given.  The  luilre  of 
Mr.  Merrick's  performance  will  perhaps  be  found 
in  fome  meafure  dimlniflied  in  thofc  places  where 

the 
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the  Editor  has  been  obliged  lo  make  a  few  alter- 
ations :  but  when  his  motive  for  the  undertaking 
flial]  be  fairly  confidered,  he  flatters  himfelf  that 
not  many  will  cenfure  him  for  the  liberty,  which, 
through  neceffity,  he  has  taken.  As  Mr.  Merrick 
has  declared  that  he  was  particularly  attentive  to 
the  poetry  in  his  "verfion,  and  as  the  fuccefs  of  that 
attention  is  univerfally  allowed,  the  Editor  has  been 
always  on  his  guard  to  vary  from  him  as  little,  and 
as  feldom  as  pofTible  :  and,  to  render  the  perform- 
ance free  from  all  material  exceptions,  whenever 
an  addition  was  neceflary,  he  has  preferred,  almofl: 
conftantly,  the  introdu61ion  of  lines  written  by  Mr. 
Merrick  himfelf,  in  fome  other  part  of  the  verfion, 
to  fupplying  the  deficience  by  his  own  pen.  Where 
this  could  not  conveniently  be  done,  he  has  care- 
fully endeavoured  to  imitate  Mr.  Merrick's  ftyle. 
He  has  alfo  paid  great  attention  to  the  Bible  tranf- 
lation,  and  has  been  guided  and  direded  by  the 
beft  commentators. 

Some 
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Some  perfons,  on  being  confulted,  have  fug- 
gefted,  that  by  leaving  out  certain  Hnes  which 
appear  rather  redundant,  the  necefTary  alterations 
would  frequently  have  been  made  with  greater  eafe. 
The  ailertion  perhaps  is  juft  ;  but,  unwilling  to 
omit  any  part  of  compofitions  fo  defervedly  admir- 
ed, the  Editor  has  generally  put  himfelf  to  difficul- 
ties to  preferve  as  many  as  poffible  of  the  original 
lines.  In  fome  paflages,  however,  lie  found  omif- 
fion  altogether  unavoidable  :  he  was  neccffitated  alfo 
in  a  few  inftances  to  alter  the  tenfes,  the  perfons, 
and  the  flops,  that  the  fenfe  in  each  verfe  miglit  be 
clear  and  diftincl:.  This  liberty  he  tliouglit  liimfelf 
fully  warranted  to  take,  upon  the  authority  of  that 
very  worthy  and  judicious  critic,  Dr.  Lowth,  the 
late  Bifliop  of  London,  who,  in  one  of  his  remarks 
on  the  eighteendi  Pfalm,  has  delivered  his  fenti- 
ments  to  Mr.  Merrick  in  this  manner  :  "  Youfeem 
'*  in  doubt  here  about  the  Time.  You  fee  the 
"   Paft  and  the  Future  are  all  along  very  much  con- 

^'   founded 
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^'  founded   in   the   Hebrew ;  and^  I  believe,  the 

.''  beft  dIre6lion  will  be,  to  fuit  the  Tmie  as  well 

*'  as  you  can  to  the  context  and  courfe  of  your 

'^  Verfion." 

The  Pfalms  are  divided  into  ftanzas  of  from  four 
to  twelve  lines,  by  which  means  the  purpofe  of 
variety  is  fully  anfwered.  The  iliorteft  flanza  has 
been  hi  general  preferred.  The  Editor,  fome  few 
years  fince,  formed  a  portion  of  Mr,  Merrick's 
Pfalms  into  ftanzas  for  the  ufe  of  his  own  church  ; 
and  at  the  fame  time,  with  the  aid  of  feveral  inge- 
nious profeflbrs  of  mufic,  adapted  to  the  words 
fome  of  the  choiceft  tunes  he  could  obtain,  which 
he  publiflicd  as  a  fpecimen  of  what  may  be  effeded. 
From  that  partial  attempt  he  has  been  led  on  irrper- 
ceptibly  through  the  work.  It  is  certain  that  he 
met  with  many  difficulties  at  the  firft,  in  removing 
the  prejudices  of  his  congregation,  vvho  vvereftrong- 
ly  attached  to  the  verfion  they  had  been  fo  long  ac- 

cuftomed 
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cuftomed  to  ufe,  and  were  little  dlfpofed  to  admit 
of  any  innovation  :  yet  he  has  the  fatisfa6tion  to 
obferve,  that,  by  perfeverance,  every  obftacle  has 
been  overcome  ;  that  his  parifhioners  now,  fo  far 
from  objedling  to  the  change,  are  highly  plcafed 
with  it,  and  give  it  every  encouragement.  It  is, 
indeed,  the  general  remark,  that  there  are  few 
churches,  where  the  pfalmody  is  more  decently  and 
folemnly  performed,  and,  on  the  whole,  more  juftly 
admired. 

There  can  be  little  occafion  further  to  detain  the 
reader  with  remarks,  either  on  the  a6tual  imper- 
fe61ions  of  our  pfalmody,  fince  they  are  very  ge- 
nerally acknowledged,  or  on  the  means  of  remov- 
ing them,  among  which,  the  prefent  pubhcations, 
aflifted  by  the  attention  of  the  clergy  and  others, 
will,  it  is  hoped,  be  found  efficacious.  Should  any 
thing  further  be  thought  necelTary  to  illuftrate  either 
of  thefe  points,  it  may  be  given  under  the  authority 
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of  names  that  carry  with  them  the  utmofl  weight. 
Dr.  Brown,  in  his  Diflertation  on  the  Rife,  &c.  of 
Poetry  and  Mufic,  obferves,  that  "  in  the  Pfalms 
"  as  they  are  verfified  by  Sternhold  and  Hopkins, 
"  there  are  few  ftanzas  which  do  not  prefent  ex- 
*'  preflions  to  excite  the  ridicule  of  fome  part  of 
*'  every  congregation."  *'  This  verlion,"  he  adds, 
"  might  well  be  abolifhed,  as  it  expofeth  one  of 
**  the  noblefl:  parts  of  divine  fervice  to  contempt. 
Efpecially  as  there  is  another  verfion  already 
privileged,  which,  though  not  excellent,  is  not 
**  intolerable.  The  parochial  Mufic  feems  to  need 
**  no  reform  :  its  fimplicity  and  folemnity  fuit  well 
*'  its  general  deftination,  and  it  is  of  power,  when 
*'  properly  performed,  to  raife  affedlions  of  the 
**  nobleft  nature."     And  Dr.  Vincent,*  in  his  ex- 


*  Head  Mafter  of  Weftminfter  School,  Sub-almoner  and  Chap- 
lain to  the  King,  and  Redlor  of  Allhallows  the  Great  and  Lefs, 
London. 
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cellent  treatife,  intltled,  "  Confiderations  on  Pa- 
"  rochial  Mufic,"  after  citing  the  above  obferva- 
tions,  declares,  that  "  if  from  the  improvement  of 
'  our  language,  or  the  refinement  of  our  know- 
'  ledge,  the  whole  is  become  unfit  for  its  office  ; 
'  the  didlates  of  reafon,  and  the  fervice  of  reli- 
'  gion,  require  that  it  fliould  now  be  difcarded, 
'  and  fome  fubftitutc  prepared  to  fupply  its  place." 
He  further  remarks,  that  ''  if  Pfalmody  were  once 
'  reftored  to  its  original  rank  and  eftimation,  it 
'  would  become  an  object  of  regard  to  the  ruling 
'  powers  to  h'dyc  this  whole  matter  re-confidered 
'  and  revifed.  In  that  cafe  it  would  not  be  diffi- 
'  cult  to  form  a  colle6lion  from  different  authors, 
'  which  might  carry  this  point  as  near  perfe6lion 
'  as  is  requifite.  There  is  a  verfion  by  King 
'  James  the  Firft,  which  Mr.  Pope  commends, 
'  and  is  worthy  his  commendation  ;  there  is  an- 
'  other  by  Sandys  ;  an  excellent  one  by  Mr.  Mer- 
'   RICK  ;  there  are  detached  pfalms  in  Milton, 
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"  and  other  authors  ;  all  which  might  be  examined 
and  appreciated,  and  a  whole  formed  which 
would  do  honour  to  our  own  or  any  other  church ; 
and  if  fuch  a  feledlion  were  once  fandioned  by 
Epifcopal  and  Royal  Authority,  it  would  come 
to  the  people  with  every  profped  of  producing 
"  all  the  reformation  that  is  defired.  Such  a  work 
«'  as  this,  would  contribute  to  form  a  national  tafte, 
as  well  as  promote  the  national  religion,  nor  is 
it  impoffible,  that,  with  fuitable  encouragement, 
religious  mufic  fhould  again  enter  into  the  recrea- 
tion of  domeftie  leifure,  and  revive  the  fenti- 
ments  of  primitive  religion.  Then  alfo  an  op- 
portunity might  offer  for  once  more  calling  in 
the  aid  of  frefh  mufical  compofition,  which  new 
metres  might  require,  or  the  fimplicity  of  the 
prefent  metres  could  admit ;  but  nothing  of  this 
fort  can  be  attempted  till  many  of  the  previous 
points  are  eftablifhed." 
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It  appears  indeed  highly  defirable,  that  the  poeti- 
cal verfion  of  the  Pfalms  ihould  be  rendered  as 
pleafing  as  poffible,  to  every  perfon  who  is  a  mem- 
ber of  the  church,  whether  he  be  employed  as  a 
performer,  or  only  as  a  reader  and  hearer  ;  for  it 
frequently  happens  that  many  in  our  congregations, 
without  being  much  attraded  by  the  mufic,  will 
take  up  their  prayer-books  to  follow  the  fingers  in 
the  words.  But  fuch  perfons,  though  ferioufly  dif- 
pofed,  have  feldom  been  able,  where  the  old  ver- 
fion was  ufed,  to  forbear  fmiling  at  the  quaint  and 
injudicious  exprefiiions  which  there  continually  pre- 
fent  themfelves  :  nor  can  it  be  expedled  that  many 
readers  of  this  age  will  be  induced  to  look  more 
than  once  into  the  verfion  of  Sternhold  and  Hop- 
kins, with  the  view  of  deriving  any  rational  fatis- 
fadion  from  the  perufal.  This,  it  may  fafely  be 
afferted,  can  never  be  the  cafe  with  the  work  of 
Mr.  Merrick,  which,  on  a  variety  of  accounts, 
muftj   to  every  judicious  mind,  afford  the  trueft  fa- 
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tisfadion  and  delight.  The  following  quotation 
from  the  poetical  PrelecSlions  of  the  late  Bifhop  of 
London,  would  be  alone  fufficient  to  recommend 
that  verfion  to  public  notice:—"  Vir  dodlillimus 
*'  Jacobus  Merrick,  Verfionem  Pfalmorum  car- 
*'  mine  vernaculo  jam  abfolvdt ;  opus  eximium, 
''  multis  eruditionis,  artis,  ingenii  luminibus  dif- 
"  tinclum."* 

Should  the  ftanzas  in  this  Edition  appear  to  be 
arranged  with  fufficient  (kill  and  judgment  to  de- 
ferve  the  fuffi*age  of  the  public ;  and  fliould  Mr. 
Merrick's  work,  in  this  form,  be  confequently 
annexed,  by  permiffion  or  authority,  to  our  book 
of  Common  Prayer,  it  might  foon,  inftead  of  lying 
hid  in  the  libraries  of  the  learned,  become  a  very 

*  "  Mr.  James  Merrick,  a  man  of  great  learning,  has  lately 
"  finilhed  a  verfion  of  the  Pfalms  in  Englifli ;  an  admirable  work, 
"  diftinguilhed  by  many  fplendid  marks  of  learning,  art,  and  ge- 
"  nius.*' — LowTH  Prel.  26.  p.  347.  Not. 
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pleafing  and  improving  help  to  religious  meditation 
and  praife.  The  devout  member  of  the  churchy 
having  poured  out  his  foul  in  prayer  with  zeal  and 
fervency,  would  naturally  be  inclined  to  clofe  his 
addrefs  with  the  pious  effufions  of  the  infpired 
Pfalmifl:  ;  which,  when  expreffed  as  they  are  in 
this  verfion,  with  a  dignity  and  energy  proportion- 
ed to  their  original  excellence,  would  be  found  to 
fupply  a  variety  of  hymns,  the  moft  animating  that 
religion  can  employ,  and  adapted  to  every  poffible 
ftate  and  condition  of  human  life. 

If  we  may  prefumc  to  form  an  opinion  from  the 
inftances  gathered  out  of  various  authors,  who  have 
written  upon  this  important  fubjcdi:  in  former 
reigns,  wc  (hall  fee  good  reafon  to  conjecture  that 
the  ancient  verfion  of  the  Pfalms,  flill  in  ufe 
among  us,  was  never  fully  authorized,  fan6iioned 
and  approved  by  the  King  in  council,  or  by  his 
Parhament.     It  is  generally  admitted  that  Thomas 
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Sternhold,  a  man  of  Uriel  piety,  who  was  Groom 
of  the  Chamber  to  Henry  the  Eighth,  being  highly 
offended  at  the  fongs  which  he  daily  heard  at  court, 
turned  a  fmall  portion  of  David's  Pfalms  into  Eng- 
lifli  metre,  and  fet  them  to  mufic,  flattering  himfelf 
that  they  would  be  preferred  to  the  loofe  and  irre- 
ligious fonnets,  at  that  time  the  principal  entertain- 
ment in  all  falhionable  circles.  But  Wood  and  like- 
wife  many  other  ferious  and  judicious  writers  are 
inclined  to  think  that  his  endeavours  proved  ineffec- 
tual. The  poetry  and  mufic  of  thefe  Pfalms  being, 
however,  greatly  admired  in  that  age,  they  were, 
by  degrees,  introduced  into  all  the  parochial 
churches.  But,  notwithftanding  this  defirable  en- 
couragement, at  the  pafling  of  the  bill  for  our  li- 
turgy in  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Sixth,  there  was 
a  ftrong  oppofition,  and,  which  appeared  extraor- 
dinary, it  arofe  even  from  the  very  perfons  who 
had  drawn  up  the  form.  It  is  fufficiently  clear  that 
the  queflion  was  not,  whether  the  bill  for  the  liturgy 
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fhould  be  pafled,  or  not,  but  whether  the  metres 
of  Sternhold  and  Hopkins  (hould  be  inferted  in  the 
bill  as  part  of  the  liturgy.  This  was  earneftly  op- . 
pofed,  and  at  length  carried  in  the  negative.  Hey- 
lin  confirms  this  obfervation,  in  his  Church  Hiftory, 
and  intimates  that  the  Pfalms  of  David  firft  began 
to  be  compofed  in  Englifh  Metre  by  Thomas  Stern- 
hold,  who  tranflating  no  more  than  37,  (he  (hould 
have  faid  51,)  left  both  an  example  and  encourage- 
ment to  John  Hopkins  and  others  to  difpatch  the 
reft.  Fuller  likewife  fays  that  the  number  of 
Pfalms  tranflated  by  Thomas  Sternhold  w^as  37, 
and  aflerts  that  John  Hopkins  (of  whom  Bale  has 
faid  that  he  was,  Britannicorum  Poetarum  fui  Tera- 
poris  non  infimus,  and  Bifhop  Tanner,  Poeta,  ut  ea 
ferebant  Tempora,  eximius)  finiihed  fixty-five.  The 
reft,  he  obferves,  were  done  by  W.  W.  William  W. 
K.*  R.   W.  that  is  Robert  Wifdom  and  others. 

*  The  name  of  this  perfon  is  unknown.     The  initials  T.  N. 
for  Thomas  Norton  ought  to  have  been  inferted. 
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Thefe  continues  Heylin  (after  reflecting  with  fome 
feverity  upon  the  performance)  being  allowed  for 
private  devotion,  were  by  little  and  little  brought 
into  the  ufe  of  the  church,  and  permitted,  rather 
than  allowed,  to  be  fung  before  and  after  fermons. 
Afterwards  they  were  printed,  and  bound  up  in 
the  Common  Prayer  Book.  For  though  it  is  ex- 
prefled  in  the  title  of  thofe  finging  Pfalms,  that 
they  were  fet  forth  and  allowed  to  be  fung  in  all 
churches,  before  and  after  Morning  and  Evening 
Prayer,  and  alfo  before  and  after  fermons,  yet  this 
allowance,  feems  rather  to  have  been  a  connivance 
than  an  approbation,  no  allowance  having  been  any 
where  found  by  fuch  as  have  been  moft  induflrious, 
and  mofl:  concerned  in  the  fearch. 

The  only  claufe  which  can  be  difcovered,  or 
which  can  be  fuppofed  to  give  an  allowance  for  the 
public  ufe  of  the  Verfion  of  Sternhold  and  Hopkins 
in  the  Church,  is  taken  from  the  ftatute  of  2  and  3 

Edward 
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Edward  the  Sixth  for  uniformity  of  fervice,  which 
contains  the  following  provifo,  that  it  (hall  be  law- 
ful for  all  men  as  well  in  Churches,   Chapels,  Ora- 
tories, or  other  places,  to  ufe  openly  any  Pfalm  or 
Prayer  taken  out  of  the  Bible  at  any  due  time,  not 
^letting  or  omitting  the  fervice  or  any  part  thereof 
mentioned   in  the  faid  book.     If  it  is  from  hence 
only  that  the   Pfalms   of  Sternhold  and   Hopkins 
were  faid  to  be  fet  forth  and  allowed,   to  be  fung, 
&c.   I  conceive  that  the  fame  indulgence  is  orranted 
by  this  a61  to  every  other  Verfion,   and  even  to  all 
Prayers  or  Seledlions,  provided  they  are  really  tranf- 
lated  from  the  infpired  writings ;  and  it  fhould  feem 
that  any  other  Hymns  are  excluded.      This  obfer- 
vation  is  in  fome  degree  confirmed  by  the  follow- 
ing paflage,  in  a  Book  of  Ceremonies,  publifhed  in 
the  year  1539.      "  The  fober,  difcreet,  and  devout 
"   finging,  mufic,  and  playing  with  organs,  ufed  in 
**   the  Church,  in  the  fervice  of  God,  are  ordained 
"  to   move  and  ftir  the  people  to  the  fweetnefs  of 
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"  God's  word,  the  which  is  there  fu?ig  :  and  by  that 
fweet  harmony  both  to  excite  them  to  prayer  and 
devotion,  and  alfo  to  put  them  in  remembrance  of 
the  heavenly  triumphant  Church  ;  where  is  ever- 

"  lafting  joy,  continual  laud  and  praife  to  God." 

With  a  view  no  doubt  of  procuring  fome 
amendment  in  our  Pfalmody,  other  writers  in 
fucceflion  have  laudably  endeavoured  to  awaken 
the  attention  both  of  the  Clergy  and  Laity,  to- 
wards this  interefting  fubje6l ;  from  whofe  works  it 
would  be  too  tedious  to  extract  the  fevere,  though 
perhaps  jufl:  obfervations  they  have  made,  upon  the 
impropriety  and  inconlillency  of  continuing  the 
ufe  of  the  Pfalms  verfified  by  Sternhold  and  Hop- 
kins, and  fuch  compofers.  I  (hall  therefore  fome- 
times  only  refer  to  the  names,  and  as  nearly  as 
I  can  to  the  dates,  when  feveral  of  thefe  authors, 
who  were  the  trueft  adherents  to  our  liturgy, 
and  admirers  of  it,  offered  their  labours  to  the  in- 
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fpedlion  and  judgment  of  the  fathers  and  governors 
of  our  church.  At  other  times,  I  fhall  perfift  in 
borrowing  their  expreffions,  in  hopes  that,  my 
own  opinion,  being  ftrengthened  by  their  autho- 
rity, will  obtain  the  more  favourable  acceptance, 
and  have  the  greater  weight  with  thofe,  who 
may  have  it  in  their  powxr  to  introduce  the  defired 
improvement,  whenever  they  fhall  be  difpofed  to 
countenance  it. 

The  firft  of  thefe  collections  is  a  valuable  work, 
which,  in  the  Bodleian  catalogue  is  attributed  to 
J.  Keeper  ;  but  Warton,  in  his  Hiftory  of  Eng- 
lifh  Poetry,  is  inclined  to  think  it  the  compofition 
of  Dr.  Matthew  Parker,  afterwards  Archbifhop 
of  Canterbury,  for  (as  he  exprefles  himfelf)  if 
this  Veriion  (liould  really  be  the  work  of  J.  Keep- 
er, we  are  ftill  to  feek  for  Archbifhop  Parker's 
Pfalms.  In  my  fearch  at  the  above  library,  I  per- 
ceived that  neither  the  date,  nor  the  author's  name 

appeared 
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appeared  on  the  title  page  :  but,  upon  comparing 
circumftances,  Warton's  opinion  feems  to  be  cor- 
roborated ;  for  Strype  in  his  hfe  of  that  prelate, 
remarks  that,  what  became  of  the  Pfalms  he  knew 
not,  neverthelefs  they  were  printed  and  that  with 

the  following  title "  The  whole  Pfalter  tranflated 

into  Englifh  Metre  which  contayneth  an  hundred 
and  fifty  Pfalms.  Quoniam  omnis  terrce  Deus  : 
Pfallite  fapienter— -Pfal.  47.  Imprinted  at  London 
by  John  Daye  dwelling  over  Alderfgate  beneath 
St.  Marty n's."  He  further  relates  that,  according 
to  a  memorandum  in  the  Archbifhop's  own  hand- 
writing, on  his  birth-day,  the  6th  of  Auguft  1557, 
when  he  fled  from  the  perfecution  of  Queen 
Mary,  he  perfifled  in  the  fame  confl:ancy,  being 
fupported  by  the  grace  and  goodnefs  of  his  Lord 
and  Saviour  Jefus  Chrift,  by  whofe  infpiration  he 
finifhed  the  Book  of  Pfalms  turned  into  vulgar 
Verfe.  The  Work  was  printed  in  1560,  w^as 
very  little  known,  and  it  is  imagined  was  defigned 

only 
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only  for  prefents.  For  in  a  copy  very  richly 
bound,  which  was  bought  at  the  fale  of  the  late 
Mr.  Weft's  library,  there  is  a  memorandum  on  a 
fpare  leaf  in  the  hand-writing  of  Dr.  White  Ken- 
net,  Bifhop  of  Peterborough,  purporting  that  the 
Archbifhop  printed  his  Book  of  Pfalms,  and 
though  he  forbore  to  publifli  it  wdth  his  name, 
yet  he  fuffered  his  w^ife  to  prefent  the  book  fairly 
bound  to  feveral  of  the  nobility.  Dr.  Kennet 
therefore  conjectures,  that  the  very  book,  in  which 
this  memorandum  is  made,  is  one  of  the  copies  fo 
prefented ;  and  gives  for  a  reafon  that  he  himfelf 
prefented  a  like  copy  to  the  w^ife  of  Archbifhop 
Wake,  wherein  Margaret  Parker  in  her  own  name 
and  hand  dedicates  the  book  to  a  noble  lady.  Sign- 
ed, Wh.  Peterb.  I  cannot  help  furmifmg  that  the 
miftake  refpe6ling  the  author  of  this  w^ork  may  have 
originated  from  hence;  the  Archbifhop  wrote  his 
verfion  during  his  exile  in  1557,  which  was  print- 
ed in  1560,  John  Keeper  of  Hart  Hall,   Oxford, 

publiflied 
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publifhed  feledl  Pfalms  of  David  fet  to  Mufic  In  4 
Parts  in  1574,  and  might  probably  have  given  a 
preference  to  this  Verfion  ;  the  book  being  alfo 
fcarce,  and  no  other  name  prefixed  to  it,  who  can 
wonder  if  he  obtained  the  credit  of  being  the  au- 
thor of  the  work  ? 

The  jingle  of  the  rhime  may  give  it  the  appear- 
ance of  levity,  but  the  tafte  of  the  agCj  in  which  it 
was  compofed,  is  a  plea  of  no  fmall  weight  in  its 
behalf.  In  this  curious  publication  there  are  pro- 
per diredlions  for  finging  the  Pfalms  diftindlly,  and 
audibly,  and  other  very  judicious  hints  on  the  ufe 
and  virtue  of  them;  with  inftrudlions  for  a  right 
choice  upon  particular  occafions,  from  Athanafius. 
The  Pfalms  have  colle6ls  annexed,  which  only  re- 
quire a  trifling  alteration  in  the  language,  and  when 
this  is  made,  I  propofe  to  add  them  to  a  Profe 
Paraphrafe  of  Mr.  Merrick's  Verfion,  (which  I 
ftiall  publifh  with  a  view  of  rendering  it  intelligible 

to 
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to  readers  of  inferior  capacity,  as  a  recommenda- 
tion to  the  general  undertaking.  Confider  this 
work  altogether  with  the  extrads  from  Athanafius, 
Bafil,  Chryfoftom,  &c.  and  it  muft  be  allowed  an 
extraordinary  good  produ6tion. 

There  is  a  manufcript  of  the  Pfalms  in  metre 
by  Sir  Philip  Sydney  and  the  Countefs  of  Pem- 
broke, fuppofed  to  have  been  written  in  Queen 
Elizabeth's  reign,  which  Dr.  Donne  highly 
commends,  and  at  the  fame  time  feverely  refleds 
on  Sternhold  and  Hopkins,  and  the  Church's  to- 
leration of  what  he  deemed,  even  at  that  early  pe- 
riod, an  indifferent  performance.  But  Sir  John 
Denham,  who  confeffes  that  he  had  not  feen  this 
manufcript,  judging  from  his  Arcadia,  eftcems 
Sir  Philip  very  unhappy  in  his  verfe. 

The  earheft  verfion,  which  feems  in  part  to 
have  obtained  a  proper  fandion,  is  that  of  H.  Dodd, 

e  who 
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who  having  verfified  the  firft  nine  Pfalms  in  1603, 
for  the  ufe  of  his  own  family,  tells  us,  they  were  fa 
much  approved  that  it  pleafed  the  Sovereign  to  pri- 
vilege the  fame,  and  the  impreffion  was  all  foon 
fpent,   and   to  his  own  knowledge  with  the  good 
acceptation  of   all.      He  was  moreover  fo  prelTed 
to  go  on  with  this  arduous  talk,  that,  after  having 
modeftly  declined  it  for  eighteen  years,  feeing  no 
perfon  difpofed  to  aflift,  he  at  lafl;  confented  to  make 
another  trial,  and  went  entirely  through  the  whole 
book.      A  blank  leaf  before  the  title  page  of  a  vo- 
lume in  my  poffeffion,  containing  an  addrefs  to  the 
worfhipful   Mr.  Page,  as  a  token  of  his  love,  ex- 
plains his  reafons  for  having  yielded,  becaufe  in  the 
old  book  of  finging  Pfalms  he  found  fo  many  and 
fo  grofs  errors  ; 

I  ft.   By  good  Scriptures  left  out  of  the  Metre  ; 

2d.    Superfluous  verfes  inferted  ; 

3d.   Errors  in  the  plain  fenfe  ; 

4th.   Troublefome  words  to  the  unlettered,  being 
of  ftrange  tongues  ;  that 
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that  he  could  no  longer  forbear,  but  finding  his 
Chriftian  love  fo  worthily  employed,  boldly  pre- 
fented  unto  him  a  reformation  of  the  premifes. 

His  Majefty  King  James,  did  not  difdain  to  lend 
his  afiiftance  towards  the  improvement  of  our  Pfalm- 
ody,  in  fupplying  the  church  with  a  metrical  tranfla- 
tion  of  his  own  :  and  we  find  that  his  fon  Kino: 
Charles  the  Firft  allowed  the  publication  and  in- 
trodu6lion  of  it  in  1637,  to  which -the  following- 
licence  is  prefixed,  viz.  Charles  Rex.  "  Hav- 
"  ing  caufed  the  Tranflation  of  the  Pfalms  (where- 
*'  of  our  late  dear  Father  was  the  Author)  to  be 
perufed,  and  it  being  found  to  be  exa611y  and 
truly  done,  we  do  hereby  authorize  the  fame  to 
be  imprinted  according  to  the  patent  granted 
thereupon,  and  do  allow  them  to  be  fung  in  all. 
'^  Churches  of  our  dominions,  recommendinor 
^'   them  to  all  our  good  fubjeds  to  that  effed." 


e   2  Anion o- 
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Among  the  many  worthy  men,  who,  within 
that  age,  beftowed  their  labours  on  the  Book  of 
Pfahns,  Mr.  George  Sandys,  who  wrote  in  1638, 
is  fpoken  of  by  Dr.  Woodford  ;  Sir  John  Den- 
ham  accords  with  him  in  praife  of  this  Writer,  and 
Mr.  Mafon  allows  his  merit  to  be  very  confiderable  ; 
for  notwithftanding  he  took  the  freedom  of  altering 
the  many  harfhly  founding  rhymes  with  w^hich  he 
found  his  verfes  encumbered,  he  grants  it  was  that 
defeat  only,  and  not  the  vanity  of  improving  upon  his 
author,  which  prompted  the  undertaking.  Many  of 
thefe  Pfalms  likewife  were  fet  to  mufic  by  Henry 
Lawes  ;  and  Mr.  Matthew  Camidge  in  the  year 
I  789,  undertook  to  modernize  the  melodies  at  the 
requeft  of  Mr.  Mafon,  who  leaves  it  to  the  mufical 
and  poetical  critic  (obferving  that  if  thefe  could  be 
united  in  one  perfon,  he  would  be  the  moft  compe- 
tent, and  perhaps  the  moft  favourable  judge)  to  de- 
termine whether  either  the  mufical  editor  in  deviat- 
ing from  the  modulation  of  Lawes,  without  depart- 
ing 
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ing  from  his  air,  or  the  poetical  editor  in  altering  the 
verfification  of  Sandys  without  changing  his  metre, 
had  a6ted  juftifiably.  This  verfion  certainly  deferves 
notice,  for  its  poetical  merit,  but  is  by  no  means 
calculated  for  the  fervice  of  the  Church,  without 
fome  alteration,  as  it  lies  under  the  fame  objection 
as  Mr.  Merrick's  poetical  Tranflation  in  its  ori- 
ginal ftate,   that  it  is  not  divided  into  ftanzas. 

Of  all  whom  *the  pious  and  learned  knight  Sir 
John  Denham  had  read,  he  moft  approved  Mr. 
Barton,  who,  being  a  great  Hebraifl,  brought  fils 
Verfion  very  near  to  the  original,  and,  if  I  may  be 
permitted  to  judge  from  the  compofitions  of  his, 
which  I  have  met  with  in  a  collection  of  Pfalms  by 
various  authors,  mufl;  have  poffelTed  talents  equal  to 
any  of  his  contemporaries. 

Miles  Flefher's  attempt,  which  came  out  in 
1646,   is  very  praife-worthy,   but  altogether  unfit 

for ' 
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for  the  intended  purpofe.  But  though  he  was 
unfuccefsful  in  refpe6l  to  his  performance,  I  can- 
not help  uniting  moft  cordially  with  him  in  the 
devout  prayer,  wherewith  he  concludes  his  Pre- 
face, "  that  the  Glory  of  God,  by  the  more 
improved,  chearful,  and  fpiritual  linging  of  Pfalms, 
together  with  the  edification  of  the  finger,  may 
be  advanced,  and  likewife  that  thofe  Pfalms, 
which  in  this  place  of  warfare  and  pilgrimage, 
have  in  them  fome  mixture  of  complaints  and  tears, 
may,  to  him  that  fpiritually  ufeth  them  be  forerun- 
ners of  thofe  heavenly  Songs  and  Hallelujahs 
which  {hall  be  fung  in  that  concert  above,  by  the 
choir  of  Angels  and  glorified  Saints,  where  forrow 
and  mourning  fliall  ceafe,  and  whei*e  Songs  fiiall 
have  nothing  in  them  but  matter  of  joy  to  him 
who  fings  them,  and  of  glory,  honour,  and  praife  to 
him  to  whom  they  are  fung ;  where  by  continual  re- 
turns joy  fhall  arife  from  praife,  and  praife  from 
joy,   to  all  eternity." 

Dr. 
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Dr.  King,  Blfhop  of  Chichefter,  whofe  Tranfla- 
tion  appeared  in    1651,   being  willing  to  prevent 
any  difturbance  which  an  alteration  might  bring, 
tied  himfelf  down  to  the  old  metre  and  old  tunes. 
In  doing  this  he  unluckily  purfued  a  method,   for 
which   he  is  rather  cenfured  by  Dr.  Patrick,  be- 
caufe   he  made  every  firft  and  fecond,   every  third 
and  fourth  line  of  a  Pfalm  to  anfwer  and  rhyme  to 
one  another,    whereby,  in  the  fliort  meafures  efpe- 
cially,  of  eight  and  fix  fyllables  (which  is  the  moft 
common),  he  was  too  much  hampered  and  confined, 
fo  that  the  words   could  not  fall  in  fo  naturally  as 
they  ought,  for  the  rhyme,  returning  fo  quick,  for- 
ced the  laft  word  of  the  firft  line  out  of  its  proper 
order.   But  the  Bifliop  obferves,  that  it  was  his  chief 
aim  to  render  his  compofition  rather  with  perfpicuity 
and   plainnefs,  for   the  vulgar  ufe,  than  elegance  ; 
and  adds,  that  as  the  fervice  of  God  was  his  firft 
objed,  he    (hall   account   his    labour  fully  recom- 
penfed,    if  it    proves  ufeful  and  acceptable  to  the 

moft 
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moft  renowned  Mother  Church  of  England ;  under 
whofe  firft  eftabhflinient  and  happy  reformation,  in 
the  bell  and  moft  orthodox  times,  he  profefles  him- 
felf,  by  all  obligations  of  duty  and  devotion,  an 
obedient  fon  and  faithful  fervant.  Dr.  Woodford, 
fpeaking  of  this  and  of  Mafter  Sandys's  Work  apo- 
logizes for  daring  any  thing  at  this  part  of  Scrip- 
ture after  them.  He  therefore  clears  himfelf  of 
all  ambition  to  vie  with,  or  of  envy  to  detradl  from, 
the  true  value  of  their  labours,  which,  he  fays, 
muft  be  judged  meriting  all  praife. 

m 

Miles  Smyth  obtained  an  imprimatur  for  his 
Tranflation  from  the  Archbifhop  of  Canterbury 
in  1667,  and  had  the  fame  obje6l  in  view -with  his 
predeceffors,  in  this  commendable  employment  of 
making  the  Pfalms  fpeak  their  own  genuine  fenfe 
in  proper  and  fmooth  Englifh,  and  drefling  them, 
though  not  gaily,  yet  agreeably  and  becoming  their 
dignity.     But  notwithftanding  this  was  his  profeffed 

motive, 
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motive,  yet  he  has  deviated  from  the  rule  he  laid 
down  for  himfclf,  and  I  mufl:  acknowledge,  though 
he  was  certainly,  in  many  inftances,  an  ingeni- 
ous writer,  that  Dr.  Patrick's  obfervatlons,  upon 
fome  of  his  expreffions  and  phrafes,  are  perfe6lly 
juft. 

It  would  fwell  my  Preface  too  largely,  if  I  fliould 
infert  the  encomiums  that  might  be  beflowed  upon 
Lord  Bacon,  Sir  Henry  Wotton,  Bifliop  Hall,  Mr. 
Herbert,  and  many  others,  who  have  written  par- 
ticular Pfalms  ;  but,  though  an  occafion  fairly  offers, 
I  mufl  recolle6l,  that  I  ought  not  to  exceed  the 
bounds  I  have  prefcribed  to  myfelf.  I  (hall  only 
fay  therefore  that  thcfe  perfons  were  fome  of  the 
brighteft  ornaments  of  our  Church  in  that  age,  as 
their  zealous  efforts  in  her  behalf  moft  clearly 
evince. 

About  this  period  Dr.  Woodford  and  Sir  John 

f  Denham, 
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Denham,  by  what  I  can  colle6l  from  their  Prefaces, 
completed  their  Verfions,  for  in  the  year   1668, 
the  Dodor  addrelTed  a  compHmentary  poem  to  the 
Knight  on  his  new  verfion  of  the  Pfahns.    Sir  John 
Denham,    on  the  other  hand,  praifes  Dr.  Wood- 
ford's copious  and  poetical  paraphrafe,  whofe  verfe, 
he  fays,  is  not  for  finging,  but  reading,  and  whofe 
length   is    only   in    order   to   fluency   and   round- 
nefs  of  expreflion,   and  the  better  to  fit  his  para- 
phrafe   for   private   meditation   and   delight ;    but 
with  the  mofl:  ingenuous  diffidence  owns,  that  there 
can  be  no  emulation  between  himfelf  and  the  Doc- 
tor, for  where  there  is  no  refemblance  there  is  no 
comparifon.   He  adds  that  all  the  quarrel  he  has  to 
him  is,  firft,  that  he  did  not  fave  him  the  pains,  and 
then,   that  by  fome  modefl:  expreffions  in  his  pre- 
face, he  feemed  to  invite,   or  indeed  to  provoke 
him    to  a   new   attempt  ;    but   by   the  pleafure  of 
reading  his  paraphrafe  he  was  eafily  and  perfectly 
reconciled  to  his  preface  ;  faving  that,  if  he  flood 

accufed 
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accufed  of  too  bold  an  undertaking,  he  mufi:  in 
part  lay  it  to  his  charge.  I  have  perufed  Dr. 
Woodford's  Work,  which  Sir  John  Denham  fo 
abundantly  extols,  with  peculiar  fatisfadion  and 
pleafure,  and  freely  confefs,  that  I  think  it  merits 
every  commendation,   which  has  been  given  to  it. 

With  refpedl  to  the  verfion  by  Sir  John  Denham, 
it  feems  to  me,  that  none  of  his  predecefTors  or 
contemporaries  have  ever  come  near  him,  and  that 
few  of  his  fuccelTors  have  equalled,  fcarcely  one  fur- 
pafled  him.  What  height  of  devotion,  what  ele- 
gance of  didlion  do  we  meet  with  from  the  begin- 
ning to  the  conclufion  of  this  author's  work,  where- 
in there  is  nothing  too  difficult  for  meaner  capaci- 
ties, nothing  foreign  to,  or  incoherent  with  the 
fcriptural  fenfe  of  the  Pfalmift  !  This  great  and 
good  man  declares  that  he  was  far  from  undertak- 
ing  the  work  upon  any  fuggeftion,  or  inftigation  of 
liis  own,  but  was  folicited,  and  almoft  forced  to  it, 

f  2  by 
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by  many  of  his  learned  friends,  both  of  the  Cler^ 
gy  and  Laity,  and  fome  of  them  as  well  verfed  in 
the  art  of  poetry,  as  in  moft  of  the  other  liberal 
faiences.  This  work  did  not  make  its  appearance 
for  many  years  after  it  was  finifhed.  It  had  remain- 
ed a  confiderable  time  with  George  Lord  Bifhop 
of  Winton,  tranfcribed  for  the  Prefs  by  Heighes 
Woodford,  who,  in  all  probability,  was  a  relation 
of  the  Dodor's,  and  was  publifhed  at  the  earneft 
defire  of  that  great  ornament  of  the  church  of  Eng- 
land Dr.  Sharpe,  when  Archbilhop  of  York,  in  the 
year  i  7 1 4.  His  editor  juftly  obferves,  that  the 
fine  genius  of  Sir  John  Denham  appears  every 
where  in  his  former  writings  ;  yet  in  this,  the  pro- 
du6l  of  his  piety  and  retired  years,  he  feems  even 
to  have  excelled  himfelf. 

Richard  Goodridge  who  thought,  that,  in  the 
tranflation  of  Sternhold  and  Hopkins,  there  were 
plura  quidem  tollenda  relinquendis,  obferves,  that 

every 
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every  attempt  to  render  their  verfion  more  toler- 
able, is  fruitlefs.  He  fays,  there  are  many  excel- 
lent verfions  extant,  out  of  all  which,  if  the  choiceft 
in  each  were  taken,  and  put  together  ;  fuch  a  col- 
ledlion  would  not  only  exceed  that  which  is  now  in 
ufe,  but  any  one  particular  verfion,  of  any  of  thofe 
perfons  who  have  laboured  in  them  ;  finding  how- 
ever that  the  laudable  endeavours  of  others  in  that 
age  had  not  been  regarded  with  the  attention  which 
he  thought  they  deferved,  he  was  earneftly  dcfirous 
of  fupplying  thefe  manifold  defects  in  our  Pfalmo- 
dy  by  new  metres  of  his  own,  which  he  varied  on 
purpofe  to  render  them  acceptable.  Neverthclefs  he 
had  the  mortification  to  fee  his  ufeful  labours  fliare 
the  fame  fate  with  the  fair  attempts  of  his  predc- 
cefibrs,  which  occafioned  his  refentmcnt,  and  per- 
haps made  him  more  curious  to  difcover  the  glaring 
faults  in  Sternhold  and  Hopkins,  againfl  whom 
he  exprefles  himfelf  with  fo  much  feverlty,  that 
he  adlually  lofes  fight  of  all  candour,  and  is  guilty 

of 
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of  great  injuflice.  For  which  reafon  I  forbear  to 
quote  any  of  his  criticifms.  When  his  firft  edi- 
tion came  out,  I  am  not  certain,  having  never  feen 
it.  In  the  fecond  edition  (printed  at  Oxford, 
1684,)  he  mentions  that  the  whole  nmnber  is  com- 
pleted. A  third  edition  (which  he  ftyles  an  addi- 
tional verfion  in  the  common  metres,  where  above 
one  hundred  Pfalms  may  be  fung  to  the  common 
old  tunes  ufed  in  churches)  was  publiflied  in  Lon- 
don the  year  following. 

Dr.  Patrick  who  printed  in  1684,  a  fecond 
edition  of  one  hundred  Sele6l  Pfalms  and  Portions 
of  the  Pfalms,  turned  into  metre,  and  fitted  to 
the  ufual  tunes  in  Parifh  Churches,  and  likewife 
a  fecond  edition  of  the  whole  of  them,  (adapted 
as  the  former)  ten  years  afterwards,  with  the  men- 
tion of  an  imprimatur  in  1691,  afligns  the  caufe 
for  publifhing  thofe  works  to  be  this,  that  the  vul- 
o-ar  might  bear  their  part  in  them,  and  the  intelli- 
gent 
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gent  might  not  have  reafon  to  defpife  this  branch 
of  our  fervlce.  As  he  intended  the  people's  bene- 
fit, fo  he  took  the  metre  to  which  they  were  accuf- 
tomed,  and  fitted  to  the  tunes,  words  which  they 
could  underfl:and,  and  which  would  convey  natur- 
ally, and  eafily  into  their  minds  the  pious  fenfe, 
that  every  where  breathes  in  the  Pfalms  of  David : 
and  though  he  thought  but  meanly  of  his  own 
performances,  by  defiring  it  might  be  remembered 
that  he  fet  not  up  for  a  poet,  ftill,  unlefs  my  judg- 
ment deceives  me,  I  apprehend  that  none  of  the 
allowed  tranilations  deferve  to  be  compared  with 
his,  either  for  neatnefs  and  propriety  in  the  phrafes, 
or  for  genius  and  tafte  in  the  poetry. 

I  pretend  not  to  affcrt  that  Dr.  Watts,  the  mofi 
celebrated  divine  and  poet  among  the  Diflenters, 
took  Dr.  Patrick's  verfion  in  general  for  his  pat- 
tern ;  but  upon  a  careful  view  of  the  works  of 
both  thefe  authors,  there  appears  fo  ftrong  a  refem- 

blance. 
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blance,  particularly  in  the  latter  part,  that  I  cannot 
help  thinking  Dr.  Watts  either  purpofely  imitated, 
and  borrowed  from  the  latter,  or  from  a  diligent 
and  frequent  peruiid  of  him,  fell  unawares  into  his 
ftyle,  and  manner  of  expreffion.  It  is  almoft 
needlefs  for  me  to  point  out  the  variety  of  paf- 
fages,*  wherein  they  are  greatly  fmiilar,  both  in  the 
meafure  of  their  verfes,  and  the  manner  of  their 
expreflions,  for  every  judicious  reader,  wdio  pof- 
fefles  a  tolerable  fhare  of  difcernment,  will  be  able  to 
difcover  this  without  my  diredion.  But  wherever 
the  latter  author  has  taken  hints  from  Dr.  Patrick, 
he  doubtlefs  has  made  confiderable  improvements. 
Dr.  Watts's  verfion,  though  of  great  merit,  might 
not  have  fuited  the  church  at  large,  whofe  aim  has 
always  been  to  adhere  moft  ftridly  to  the  fenfe  of 
the  infpired  writer;  for  in  his  applying  many  of 
them  to  the  interefts  of  Britain  (particularly  men- 

*  Vide  Pf.  6,   63,  96,  107,  127,  142,  Sec.  &c.  &c. 

tioned) 
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tioned)  he  feems  to  have  exercilcd  too  great  a  li- 
berty. The  Doctor  might  have  adhered  more  ftrict- 
ly  to  the  text  of  the  original,  and  directed  his  read- 
ers to  fubftitute  Britain  for  Jerufalem  in  their  own 
minds,  whenever  any  fuch  Pfalms  were  appropriat- 
ed to  particular  occafions.  Neverthelefs,  for  want 
of  a  more  fatisfa6lory  verfion  in  our  church,  many 
of  her  communion  have  wiflied  to  fee  Dr.  Watts's 
work  introduced;  while  others  w^ould  choofe  to 
adopt  the  method  purfued  by  thofe  Diflenters,  who 
either  have  compofed  their  own,  or  fele6led  Hymns 
from  different  authors,  to  anfwer  the  purpofes  of 
their  feveral  congregations.  Why,  while  the  Dlf- 
fenters,  without  fcruple,  admit  the  Hymns,  and 
Pfalms  of  this  elegant  writer  to  be  fung  in  their 
places  of  Pubhc  Worfhip,  we  fhould  fet  ourfelves 
againft  works  of  undoubted  merit,  which  have 
been  written  by  the  pious  and  learned  Divines 
of  our  own  communion,  is  unaccountable.  For 
what  juft  reafon  is  there  to  efleem.  our  flocks  lefs 

g  qualified 
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qualified  to  judge  of  thefe  matters  than  other 
people  ?  I  cannot  affirm  how  far  interefl:  with 
men  in  power  predominated  in  the  days  of  Dr. 
Patrick,  to  prejudice  them  in  favour  of  certain  in- 
dividuals ;  but,  I  imagine,  if  he  had  been  as  clofe- 
ly  connected  with  the  court,  as  Brady  and  Tate 
(the  one  being  King's  Chaplain,  the  other  Poet 
Laureat)  it  is  not  improbable,  that  his  tranflation, 
having  been  apparently  earlier  than  theirs,  would 
without  difficulty  have  obtained  the  preference. 

I  come  at  length  to  a  more  agreeable  taflc,  than 
has  engaged  my  fearches  hitherto.  In  many  of 
the  aforementioned  authors,  there  are  very  acrimo- 
nious cenfures  of  the  ancient  Verfion,  and  very 
ftrong  remarks  upon  the  neceffity  of  fuperfeding  it, 
whence,  indeed,  I  might  have  multiplied  arguments 
in  behalf  of  my  own  attempts ;  but  I  prefer  tranfcrib- 
ing  a  pafTage  from  a  very  candid  writer.  Dr.  Simon 
Ford,  who  publifhed  a  new  verfion  in  1688.      In 

his 
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his  dedication,  he  profeffes  it  to  be  ''  his  endeavour, 
to  promote  the  edification  of  the  unlearned,  by  fur- 
nifhing  them  with  fmooth  and  plain  expreflions  for 
the  afliftance  of  their  devotion,  in  the  praifes  they  of- 
fer to  God  ;  which,  he  thinks  he  may  fay  he  has,  for 
the  mod  part,  fo  done,  as  to  give  no  juft  occafion 
of  naufeating  any  pcrfon,  either  by  the  too  much 
bluntnefs  of  the  phrafes,  or  obfoletenefs  of  the 
words  he  has  ufed,  which  were  the  faults  ordinarily 
complained  of  in  the  metrical  tranflations  in  com- 
mon ufe  among  us."  In  his  preface  alfo,  he  ob- 
ferves  that,  of  the  perfons  who  then  did  the  church 
of  England  that  remarkable  fervice,  he  can  give 
little  account  beyond  their  names  ;  and  thofe  (as  to 
three  of  them)  the  very  book  informs  him  of,  viz. 
Thomas  Sternhold,  John  Hopkins,  and  Robert 
Wifdom.  ''•  Some  Pfalms  were  done  by  W.  W.* 
W.  K.    Thomas  Norton,  and  others  whofe  names 

*  In  page  xxv.  William  fliould  be  erafed,  and  a  note  added,  re- 
marking that  W.  W.  is  intended  for  William  Whittyngham. 
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deferved  not  to  be  loft  in  oblivion,  nor  their  labours 
to  be  mentioned  with  fo  much  fcorn  and  contempt, 
as  they  are  by  too  many,  for  the  baldnefs  and  flat- 
nefs  of  the  ftyle,  and  fome  phrafes  which  found 
oddly  in  the  ears  of  this  age  ufed  to  a  fort  of  more 
refined  Englifti.  It  ought  rather  to  be  remember- 
ed, to  their  honour,  that  they  ferved  the  church 
with  the  beft  they  had,  and  probably  as  well  as  the 
poetry  of  that  age  would  afford  ;  and  that  God 
hath  received  a  great  deal  of  praife,  and  the  ordi- 
nary fort  of  Ghriftians  a  great  deal  of  edification  and 
comfort,  by  the  ufe  of  that  verfion  of  theirs,  for  above 
an  hundred  years  in  this  church.  And  therefore 
though  it  be  defired  that  as  both  the  Enghfh  and 
poetry  are  very  much  improved  fince  that  time,  fo 
thefe  holy  poems  fliould  partake  of  that  improve- 
ment, by  being  rendered  more  fuitable  to  the  ge- 
nius of  this  age  ;  yet  it  were,  in  my  judgment, 
but  decent  to  bury  that  former  tranflation  with  ho- 
nour for  the  fervice  it  hath  done,  whenever  it  fhall 
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be,  if  ever  it  be,   exchanged  for  a  better."       Whe* 
ther  I  have  improperly  appHed  the  epithet  candid 
to  this  w^riter,  the  quotation  itfelf  will  clearly  (hew, 
and  all  who  are  forward  to  condemn  Sternhold  and 
Hopkins  with  the  reft,  may  learn  from  hence,  not 
to    carry  their  cenfures  beyond  the  juft  limits  ;  by 
which  I  w^ould  be  underftood  to  fignify,    no  farther 
than  to  defend  the  necefTity  of  an  improvement^ 
and  contribute  their  endeavours  towards  accomplifh- 
ing  this  important  obje61.      Unqueftionably,  as  the 
Do61:or  has  hinted  to  us,  we  ought  to  'make  very 
great  allowance  for  thofc  men,   who  wrote  in  an 
age  when  Engllfli  poetry  was  but,   as  it  were,   be- 
ginning her  progrefs. 

Whether   it    proceeded   from    the    influence   of 
thefe  judicious    and   moderate  fentiments    of  Dr. 
Ford,  we  are  not  able  pofitively  to  determine,  but 
the  new  Verfion  of  the  Pfalms  by  Brady  and  Tate, 
a   performance   far   above  mediocrity,  publifhed  in 
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1694,  was  authorized  by  the  King  in  Council  in 
1696,  and  recommended  by  the  Bifhop  of  Lon_ 
DON  in  1698.  As  this  work  is  feldom  met  with 
beyond  that  diocefe,  I  fhall  here  infert  copies  of 
the  Royal  Licence,  and  the  Epifcopal  San6lion. 
The  King's  Letter  runs  thus.  "  At  the  Court  at 
Kenfington,  December  3,  1696.  Prefent  the 
King's  moft  excellent  Majefty  in  Council. 

"  Upon  the  humble  petition  of  Nicholas  Brady 
and  Nahum  Tate,  this  day  read  at  the  board,  fet- 
ting  forth,  that  the  petitioners  have,  with  their  ut- 
moft  care,  and  induftry,  completed  a  new  verfion 
of  the  Pfalms  of  David  in  Englifh  metre,  fitted 
for  public  ufe  ;  and  humbly  praying  his  Majefty's 
Royal  Allowance,  that  the  faid  verfion  may  be  ufed 
in  fuch  congregations  as  fhall  think  fit  to  receive 
it ;  his  Majefty  taking  the  fame  into  his  royal  con- 
fideration,  is  pleafed  to  order  in  council,  that  the 
faid  new  verfion  of  the  Pfalms  in  Englifli  metre  be, 
and   the   fame  is  hereby  allowed  and  permitted  to 

be 
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be  ufed  in  all  fuch  churches,  chapels  and  congrega- 
tions as  (hall  think  fit  to  receive  the  fame.'^ 

The  following  contains  the  Bifhop  of  London's 
mode  of  countenancing  it ;  "  His  Majefty  having 
allow^ed  and  permitted  the  ufe  of  a  new  verfion  of 
the  Pfalms  of  David  by  Dr.  Brady  and  Mr.  Tate 
in  all  churches,  chapels,  and  congregations,  I  can- 
not do  lefs  than  wifli  a  good  fuccefs  to  this  royal 
indulgence  ;  for  I  find  it  a  work  done  with  fo  much 
judgment  and  ingenuity,  that  I  am  perfuaded  it 
may  take  off  that  unhappy  objedlion  which  has  hi- 
therto laid  againft  the  finging  Pfalms  ;  and  difpofe 
that  part  of  divine  fervice  to  much  more  devotion. 
And  I  do  heartily  recommend  the  ufe  of  this  ver- 
fion to  all  my  Brethren  within  my  dioccfe. 

H.  LONDON." 

I  would  draw  two  inferences  from  thefe  concef- 
fions,  firft,  it  is  indifputably  manifcfi:  that  no  danger 

was 
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was  apprehended  from  the  encouragement  given 
to  the  joint  work  of  thefe  gentlemen,  any  more 
than  from  the  countenance  which  had  been  afforded 
to  their  predeceffors  ;  and  next,  that  a  Bifhop  of  the 
MetropoHs,  even  at  that  time,  both  faw  and  ac- 
knowledged the  neceflity  of  an  amendment  in 
our  Pfalmody. 

To  confirm  this  opinion  of  the  expediency  of  a 
gradual  progrefs  in  the  improvement  of  our  Pfalm- 
ody, I  fhall  further  only  mention  the  licence  granted 
to  Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  paffing  over  the  various 
authors,  who  have  fince  tranflated  the  Pfalms  into 
Engliih  Metre.  I  think  a  ftronger  proof  that  fuch  an 
attempt  was  thought  neceffary  cannot  be  produced. 
This  work  was  carefully  examined,  and  approved  by 
mofl  of  the  Bifhops,  recommended  by  them  to  the 
Lords  Juftices,  (confifting  of  fifteen  of  the  nobility 
and  great  officers  of  the  crown,  who  were  appointed 
to  condu6l  the  government  during  the  abfence  of  the 
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King)  and  afterwards  licenfed  by  them  at  the  Coun- 
cil Chamber,  Whitehall.  It  is  needlefs  to  comment 
on  this  produ6lion,  fince  the  proceedings  of  the 
Right  Reverend  Prelates,  upon  that  occafion,  will 
mofi:  clearly  evince  that  they  were  prompted  by  a 
zeal  for  the  honour  of  the  church,  to  promote  a  more 
interefting  and  inftru6tive  performance  of  this  part 
of  her  fervice. 

The  following  are  copies  of  the  order  of  the 
Privy  Council  and  the  certificate  from  the  Arch- 
bifhops  and  Bifhops.  "  At  the  Council  Chamber 
Whitehall,  the  27th  of  Odober,  1720.  Prefent 
their  Excellencies  the  Lords  Juftices  in  Council. 

"  Upon  the  humble  petition  of  Sir  Richard  Black- 
more,  this  day  read  at  the  board,  fetting  forth,  that 
the  petitioner  has  wdth  great  care  and  application, 
finiOied  a  new  VERSION  of  the  PSALMS  of 
DAVID   in  Englifh  Metre,  fitted  for  public  ufe, 

h  and 
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and  humbly  praying  his  Majefty's  Royal  Allowance 
and  Recommendation  of  the   faid   verfion,  that  it 
may  be  received  into  thofe  congregations,  that  fhall 
be  fatisfied  with  the  fame  :   and  there  being  alfo 
read   at  the  board  a  certificate  under  the  hands  of 
the  Lords  the  Archbifhops,  and  the  Lords  Bifhops  of 
London,  Winchefter,  Worcefler,  Ely,  Chichefter, 
LandafF,  Hereford,   Norwich,  Rochefter,  Oxford, 
St.  Davids,  St.  Afaph,  Bangor,  Peterborough,  Brif- 
tol,  Litchfield  and  Coventry,  fetting  forth  their  hav- 
ing perufed  and  confidered  the  faid  new  Version, 
and  recommending  it  as  fit  to  be  received  into  the 
public  congregations  within  the  churches  and  cha- 
pels in  this  part  of  his  Majefty's  Dominions  :  their 
Excellencies  the  Lords  Juflices,  taking  the  fame  in- 
to confideration,  are  pleafed,  with  the  advice  of  his 
Majefty's  Privy  Council,  to  order  that  the  faid  new 
Version  of  the  Psalms  in  Englifli  Metre  be,  and 
the  fame  is  hereby  allowed  and  permitted  to  be  ufed 

in 
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in  all  churches^  chapels,  and  Congregations  as  (hall 
think  fit  to  receive  the  fame. 

TEMPLE    STANYAN." 

A  copy  of  the  certificate  of  the  Lords  the  Arch- 
bifhops  and  Bifliops,  whofe  names  are  mentioned  in 
the  former  order. 

To  the  King's  moft  Excellent  Majefty. 

We  your  Majefty's  mofl:  faithful  fubjeds  the 
Archbiihops  and  Bifhops  of  this  your  Majefty's 
Church  and  Realm,  whofe  names  arc  under  writ- 
ten, humbly  beg  leave  to  certify  that  we  have  pe- 
rufed  and  confidered  a  new  Tranflation  of  David's 
Psalms  in  Englifli  Metre,  bj  Sir  Richard  Black- 
more  ;  and  we  conceive  it  has  fuch  an  agreement 
with  the  original  Hebrew,  fuch  clearnefs  and  purity 
of  Englifh  ftile,  and  is  fo  well  adapted  to  the 
capacity  and  aiFe61ions  of  the  common  people,  that 
it  may  well  be  received  into  the  public  congrcga- 
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tions  within  the  churches  and  chapels  in  this  part 
of  your  Majefty's  Dominions,  if  your  Majefty  ftiall 
think  fit  to  grant  your  Royal  Approbation  and  Al- 
lowance of  the  fame,  in  fuch  manner  as  fliall  feem 
meet  to  your  Royal  Wifdom. 


W.  CANTER. 

W.  EBOR. 

I.  LONDON. 

WINTON. 

WIGHORN. 

ELI. 

ASAPH. 

BANGOR.  " 

PETERBURG. 

BRISTOL. 


LITCHFIELD 

AND 

COVENTRY. 

CHICHESTER. 

LANDAFF. 

HEREFORD. 

NORVIC. 

ROFFEN. 

OXON. 

MENEVEN. 


Sir 
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Sir  Richard  Blackmore  concludes  his  Preface 
in  thefe  emphatical  terms  concerning  the  ap- 
probation of  his  verfion  by  the  Archbifhops  and 
Bifhops  : 

'*  And  here  I  would,  with  ftrongefl  expreflions 
of  gratitude,  acknowledge  my  obligations  to  their 
Graces  the  Lords  Archbifliops  of  Canterbury  and 
York,  who  agreeably  to  their  fmgular  principles 
of  piety,  goodnefs,  and  humanity,  were  pleafed  to 
animate  and  encourage  me  in  carrying  on  and  com- 
pleting this  difficult  undertaking  :  I  likewife  re- 
turn my  mofl  humble  thanks  to  thofe  Right  Reve- 
rend Bifhops,  that  favoured  and  promoted  this  per- 
formance, feveral  of  whom  obliged  me  fo  far  as  ta 
compare  the  whole  or  a  confiderable  part  of  it 
with  the  original,  and  affifled  me  with  their  learned 
and  judicious  remarks;  and  who  all,  in  concurrence 
with  the  moft  Reverend  the  Archbifliops,  procured 
the  Allowance  and  Licence  of  the  Royal  Autho- 
rity, 
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rlty,  as  expreffed  in  the  Order  of  Council  before 
fet  forth." 

The  letters,  with  which  I  alfo  have  been  honour- 
ed, from  the  Bifliops  of  the  prefent  day,  will  juftify 
me  in  afferting,  that,  whatever  degree  of  merit  is  al- 
lowed to  be  in  this  verfion,  whatever  praife  is  due  to 
it,  their  general  fentiments  are  favourable  to  fuch  an 
undertaking  ;  and  it  is  humbly  prefumed,  that  as 
the  verfion  of  Sternhold  and  Hopkins  did  not  pre- 
clude all  future  improvements,  fo  neither  fhould 
this  reftrain  others  from  ufing  their  endeavours  to 
perfe6l  fo  elTential  a  part  of  rehgious  feryice. 

The  verfion  of  Sternhold  and  Hopkins  feems  to 
have  remained  unaltered  till  the  year  1696,  when 
many  different  readings  were  given  to  it,  and  the 
reafon  is  faid  to  be  this  ;  about  that  time  Mr.  Tate 
and  Dr.  Brady  publifhed  a  new  verfion  of  part  of 
the  Book  of  Pfalms,  as  a  fpecimen  of  that  verfion 

of 
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of  the  whole,  which  was  afterwards  printed  irr 
1696.  In  this  eflay,  according  to  the  opinion  of 
many  perfons,  they  had  fo  much  the  advantage  of 
Sternhold  and  Hopkins,  that  the  company  of  Sta- 
tioners, who  were  poflefled  of  the  fole  privilege 
of  printing  the  Pfalms,  took  the  alarm,  and  found 
themfelves  under  a  neceflity  of  meliorating  the 
verfion  of  the  latter  :  and  for  this  purpofe  fome 
perfon  endued  with  the  faculty  of  rhyming  was  em- 
ployed in  that  very  year  to  corre6t  the  verfification, 
as  he  fhould  think  proper  ;  and  fmce  that  time,  it 
has  been  ftill  farther  varied,  as  appears  by  the  edi- 
tion of  1726,  but  with  little  regard  to  the  Hebrew 
Text,  at  the  pleafure  of  the  perfons  from  time  to 
time  intrufted  with  the  care  of  the  publication. 
Sir  John  Hawkins  (from  whofe  hiftory  the  above 
remark  is  extra61ed)  fays,  the  effects  of  thefe  feve- 
ral  elTays  towards  a  reformation  of  the  finging 
Pfalms  are  vifible  in  the  verfion  now  in  common 
ufe,  which  is  fuch  as  in  the  prefent  times  is  not  ut- 
tered^ 
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tered,  nor  was  ever  uttered  in  times  paft,  and  if  I 
judge  aright,  will  never  be  uttered  in  times  future. 
For  being  an  heterogeneous  commixture  of  old 
and  new  words  and  phrafes,  it  is  but  Uttle  approved 
of  by  thofe  who  conlider  integrity  of  ftyle  as  part 
of  the  merit  of  every  Hterary  compofition. 

Having  traced  the  fubje6l  up  to  this  period,  it 
would  be  an  unneceflary  and  almoft  endlefs  la- 
bour to  colle6l  the  paflfages  from  modern  writers, 
who  unanimoufly  agree  with  thofe  whom  I  have 
above  quoted,  that  a  change  in  our  Pfalmody  is  ab- 
folutely  *  requlfite.  Men,  who  are  the  fur  theft 
from  any  defign  to  difturb  the  church's  peace,  to 
this  day  exprefs  their  concern  and  di{ratisfa6lion, 
perhaps  with  more  afperity  than,  all  circumftances 
confidered,  is  fairly  allowable,  at  the  continuance  of 
Sternhold  and  Hopkins  ;  for  which  reafon  many 
have  endeavoured  to  r.emove  thefe  unanfwerable 
objedlions,  by  fele6ling  particular  verfes,  at  a  dif- 
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tance  from  each  other,  from  the  later  verfiori ;  but 
I  cannot  help  intimating,  though  the  motives  are 
moft  highly  commendable,  that  verfes,  chofen  fo 
irregularly,  are  neither  like  a  Pfalm  nor  any  other 
facred  Hymn.  If  it  be  judged  expedient  that  the 
Pfalms  of  David  fhould  be  fung  in  preference  to 
all  other  compofitions,  is  it  not  proper  that  the 
context  fliould  be  preferved,  by  an  uniform  connec- 
tion, in  the  fenfe  of  the  infpired  author? 

As  we  are  taught  to  underftand  that  Mr.  Addi- 
fon  had  long  determined  to  dedicate  his  poetry  for 
the  future  wholly  to  religious  fubje61s,  and  alfo 
credibly  informed  that  he  defigncd  to  give  a  para- 
phraftlc  Verfion  In  Englifh  of  a  large  number  of 
the  Pfalms,  it  is  not  improbable  but  that,  if  he 
had  lived  to  employ  his  extraordinary  talents  in 
tranflating  thefe  divine  poems,  there  would  have 
been  no  temptation  for  others  to  have  engaged  in 
a  work  of  the  fame  nature.      A  verfion,  produced 
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by  a  man  fo  eminent  in  every  branch  of  literature, 
would  have  lafted  for  a  great  feries  of  years,  if  not 
as  long  as  thefe  infpired  Hymns  (hould  continue  to 
be  fung  in  our  language.  The  beauties  and  graces 
of  his  ftyle  w^ere  the  boaft  of  his  own,  and  are  likely 
to  gain  the  admiration  of  every  fucceeding  age. 
From  the  few  fpecimens,  which  he  has  left  us,  it  is 
indeed  to  be  lamented  that  this  favourite  author  had 
not  lived  to  accomplifh  his  purpofe. 

Having  taken  the  freedom  to  alter  Mr.  Mer- 
rick's Verfion,  I  have  thought  it  entitled  to  a  hand- 
fome  edition.  My  motives,  I  hope,  will  be  approv- 
ed, for  I  have  merely  flood  forth  to  remedy  a  prin- 
cipal defe6l  in  our  fervice,  without  any  mercenary 
yiews,  conceiving  that  I  have  no  claim  to  any  emo- 
luments arifing  from  the  work  of  another  perfon. 
It  is  printed  in  its  prefent  ftate  chiefly  as  a  mark  of 
the  fincereft  gratitude  to  our  excellent  Sovereign, 
who  has  been  gracioufly   pleafed  to  grant  me  his 

permiffion 


PREFACE.  Ixvii 

permlflion  to  dedicate  the  undertaking  to  him,  and 
to  the  Right  Reverend  Prelates,  and  Heads  of  Col- 
leges, who  upon  a  former  occafion  have  condefcend- 
ed  to  honour  me  with  their  names,  and  is  defigned 
for  a  prefent,  in  token  of  the  deference  and  regard 
I  owe  them  for  their  countenance  and  fupport.  Con- 
fcious  of  the  refped  due  to  them,  I  was  not  willing 
to  proceed,  till  I  found  an  opportunity  of  placing  it 
in  their  hands,  that  they  might  be  enabled  to  give  it 
a  candid  and  impartial  examination  before  its  ap- 
pearance in  public. 

It  affords  me  pleafurc  to  underftand  that  the  pur- 
fuits  both  of  myfelf,  and  of  my  fellow^  labourers  in 
the  fame  w^ay,  towards  the  fervice  of  our  religious 
eflabilflimcnt  are  efteemed  laudable ;  and  I  cannot 
help  taking  It  for  granted,  that  former  objedlons 
will  gradually  vanifh,  that  the  arguments  agalnft 
admitting  a  better  verfion  into  the  church  will  no 
longer   be    looked   upon   as    incontrovertible,   and 
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that  at  length  the   moil   meritorious   performance 
will  fucceed. 

But  fliould  this  verfion  be  thought  improper  to  be 
introduced  into  the  fervice  of  the  Church,  after 
fuch  encouragement,  I  fhall  not  fail  to  meet  with  a 
recompence  from  refledling  upon  the  purity  of 
my  intentions.  I  trull  it  has  undergone  a  fair 
trial,  and,  if  it  had  appeared  not  to  poffefs  a  fuffi- 
cient  degree  of  merit,  I  conceive,  I  fliould  have 
under  flood  long  ago  that  it  ought  to  be  rejedled. 
Were  we  even  to  allow  that  there  may  be  fub- 
ftantial  reafons  for  difcouraging  all  attempts  of  the 
kind,  as  dangerous  innovations,  and  incompatible 
with  the  welfare  and  interefts  of  the  Church,  it 
would,  be  flill  defirable  that  thofe  reafons  fhould 
be  generally  afligned;  not  only  that  others  may 
defifl  from  the  like  undertakings  in  future,  but  alfo 
that  the  advocates  for  an  improvement  may  be 
reftrained,    if  poflible,  from  continuing  to  expofe 

.    .  this 
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this  branch  of  our  worfhip  by  the  feverity  of  their 
criticifms. 
-• . . . 

:  If,  in  the  profecution  of  my  labours,  I  fliould 
be  blamed  by  judicious  perfons  for  having  been 
too  fanguine  in  my  expedlations,  or  as  having 
erred  in  the  method  of  recommending  them  to  the 
notice  of  our  ecclefiaftical  governors,  I  truft  that 
allowances  will  be  made  for  what  has  proceeded 
certainly  from  a  well-meant  zeal,  and  that  nothing 
wdll  be  imputed  as  a  wilful  deviation  from  the  paths 
of  duty,  and  obedience  to  thofc,  whofe  fituation 
and  lawful  authority  entitle  them  to  every  mark  of 
refpe61. 

Since  the  foregoing  remarks  were  written,  Mr. 
Mason's  Effays  hiftorical  and  critical,  on  Church 
M^jfic,  have  fallen  into  my  hands,  I  am,  as  I  al- 
ways have  been,  a  great  admirer  of  the  works  of 
this  ingenious  author,   neverthelefs,    in  a  few  in- 

fiances, 
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fiances,  I  differ  from  him  in  fentiment,  particularly 
in  regard  to  his  comment  on  the  opening  of  the 
twenty-firft  Pfalm,  as  tranflated  by  Mr.  Merrick, 
and,  in  what  I  am  now  about  to  offer,  I  hope  it 
will  not  appear  that  I  intend  to  fhew  the  leaft  dif- 
refpe6l  to  a  perfon  of  fuch  acknowledged  learning 
and  abilities. 

I  readily  admit  his  pofitions,  that  the  addrefs 
to  the  Deity  would  have  been  introduced  with  more 
propriety  in  the  firft  or  fecond  line  ;  that  the  epi- 
thet "  unwearied"  and  the  phrafe  ''  taught  by  blefl: 
experience"  may  be  unneceffary  ;  but  the  former 
defedl  is  made  good  in  the  ninth  line,  and  I  will  not 
fcruple  to  affert  that,  if  no  more  epithets,  or  phrafes 
Ihould  be  added  to  the  verlion  of  thofe,  who,  at  a 
future  time,  fhall  endeavour  to  improve  our  Pfalm- 
ody,  pofterity  will  have  no  great  reafon  to  com- 
plain of  too  much  amplification'. 


The 
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The  attempt  to  omit  the  fynonimous  phrafes,  and 
retain  only  the  general  fentlment,  feems  equally  ob- 
je6lionable,  and  whoever  undertakes  to  furnifh  a 
new  verfion  upon  this  plan,  muft  take  care  to  ef- 
cape  the  imputation  of  being  obfcure  by  confining 
himfelf  within  too  narrow  a  circle. 

I  have  no  propenfity  to  cenfure  any  man,  who 
wifhes  to  difcover  his  genius,  efpecially  if  his  mo- 
tives for  publifhing  are  commendable,  and  he  ac- 
quits himfelf  with  a  tolerable  degree  of  (kill.  It  is 
the  bufinefs  of  a  Tranflator,  toconfider  the  full  mean- 
ing of  the  original,  to  adhere  to  it  as  clofely  as  he 
can,  without  omiflion,  or  addition,  and,  if  the  fenfe 
be  clearly  explained.  It  may  be  reckoned  a  matter 
of  indifference  whether  it  is  rendered  In  four  or 
^ight  lines.  When  firfl  I  read  Mr.  Merrick's  tranf- 
latlon,  I  ran  It  over  curforily,  and  was  inclined  to 
Ihink,  as  others  have  thought,  from  the  eafe  and 
fluency  of  the  ftyle,  that  it  might  be  deemed  rather 

too 
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too  prolix,  but  it  never  ftruck  me  as  being  either 
feeble   or  tedious.      On  a  fecond  perufal  however 
I  was  induced  to  alter  my  opinion,  even  in  the  for- 
mer inftance,  for  upon  comparing  it  with  the  Bible 
Tranflation,   which  (as  we  learn  from  his  table  of 
references)  Mr.  Merrick  took  for  his  guide,  I  per- 
ceived he  had  confined  himfelf  more  accurately  to  it 
than  I  imagined,  without  neglecSling  at  the  fame  time 
to  confult  the    Hebrew  original,  of  which  he  has 
fliewn  himfelf  perfe6lly  mafter.     To  this,  if  we  are 
allowed  to  add  the  circumftance,  of  the  advantages 
he  received  by  the  information  relative  to  the  inter- 
pretation of  various  paflages,  which  he  obtained  from 
feveral  of  the  firft  fcholars  of  the  age,  who  had  pro- 
felTedly  made  that  language  their  peculiar  ftudy ;  be- 
fides  the  indifputable  proofs  of  that  comprehenfive 
erudition,  and  happy  turn  for  verification,  which  he 
fo  admirably  united  in  his  own  perfon,  we  may  be  led 
to  pronounce  that  no  one  perhaps  was  ever  equally 
qualified  for  the  undertaking.     I  am  free  to  own, 

that, 
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that,  as  often  as  I  have  had  recourfe  to  this  excellent 
author,  the  difcovery  of  freih  beauties  has  been  the 
pleafing  reward  of  my  refearches. 

The  paflage,  which  Mr.  Mason  has  fele6ledfor 
the  fubje6t  of  his  animadverfion,  cannot  fail,  I  con- 
ceive, to  afford  a  ftriking  inftance  of  the  truth  of 
my  pofition.  Let  us  take  our  biblical  profe  verfion 
of  the  twenty-firfl;  Pfalm,  and  try  whether  the  ge- 
neral fcntiment  is  more  completely  expreffed  by  Mr. 
Merrick,  or  according  to  Mr.  Mason's  plan; 
which,  I  apprehend,  will  be  bcfl:  accompliflicd  by 
reducing  each  to  profe.  Sternhold's  lines  are  too 
awkward,  and  Brady  and  Tate,  though  fomewhat 
better,  are  too  tame  to  be  brought  to  a  comparifon. 
The  Bible  Tranflation  ftands  thus-—''  The  Kino: 
fhall  joy  in  thy  ftrcngth,  O  Lord,  and  in  thy  fal- 
vation  how  greatly  fliall  he  rejoice  .?"  The  ftyle 
here  is  dignified,  but  not  fufficiently  dilated,  ac- 
cording to  my  ideas,  and,  for  common  underftand- 

k  inpfs. 
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ings,  wants  explanation.  The  King  fliall  joy,  be« 
caufe  he  is  fupported  by  thy  ftrength,  and  in  thy 
fah^ation  how  greatly  fhall  he  rejoice  ?  or  as  Dr. 
Patrick  (formerly  Bifhop  of  Ely)  has  paraphrafed 
it,  how  much  beyond  all  expreflion  is  his  joy  and 
thankfulnefs  for  thy  wonderful  deliverance  of  him? 
The  ftrength  of  the  Almighty  is  as  neceflary  to  be 
noticed,  as  his  falvation,  and  the  declaration,  '*  the 
King  {hall  joy,  &c."  with  the  addition,  "  how  great- 
ly," and  the  repetition,  ''  fliall  he  rejoice,"  may  be 
confidered  as  a  beauty  in  the  fentence,  at  the  fame 
time  it  more  ftrongly  evinces  the  fervency  of  the 
Pfalmift's  gratitude  to  the  Deity.  Though  Voltaire 
-might  be  difpofed  to  fpeak  of  thefe  repetitions  in  the 
Oriental  tongue  with  a  philofophical  fneer,  yet  the 
great  Corneille,  if  I  rightly  underftand  Mr.  Mer- 
rick's quotation,  from  the  Preface  to  his  Poetical 
Verfion  and  Paraphrafe  of  Thomas  a  Kempis,  was 
not  inclined  to  omit  thefe  redites^  or  repetitions.  He 
lamented  that  he  was  fo  confined  with  refpe6l  to 

his 
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His  own  language,  that  if  it  had  been  ten  times 
more  copious  he  fhould  eafily  exhauft  it,  for  he 
could  not  difcover  the  art  of  varying  his  expreflions 
every  time  he  had  occafion  to  mention  the  fame 
things.  From  the  difficulties  to  which  this  able 
writer  was  reduced,  Mr.  Merrick  imagined  the 
Candid  Critic  would  judge  what  degree  of  in- 
dulgence he  might  ftand  in  need  of,  if  the  fame 
phrafes,  and  even  the  fame  lines,  fometimes  oc- 
curred in  different  Pfalms.  The  inftance  which 
Mr.  Mason  has  noticed  is  taken  from  the  firft 
four  lines  of  this  Pfalm,  which  Dr.  Lowth  has 
tranflated,  arranged,  and  given  for  his  primary  fpc- 
cimen  of  parallel  fynonimes. 

PARALLEL     L 

O  Jehovah  in  thy  ftrength  the  King  fhall  rejoice. 

PARALLEL    II. 

And  in  thy  falvation  fliall  he  greatly  exult. 

k   2  Thefe 
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Thefe  parallels  appear  to  give  additional  force 
and  energy  to  the  fentiment,  and  therefore  ought 
by  no  means  to  be  comprefled. 

Let  us  now  fee  how  thefe  parallel  fynonimes  are 
-verfified  by  Mr.  Merrick. 

^y  thy  unwearied  ftrength  upheld. 
To  Thee  the  King   his  thanks  fhall  yield. 
And,  taught  by  bleft  experience,  know 
What  joys  from  thy  falvation  flow  ! 

Or  in  profe ;  "  the  king,  upheld  by  thy  un- 
wearied ftrength,  fhall  yield  his  thanks  to  Thee  ; 
and,  taught  by  bleft  experience,  fhall  know  what  joys 
flow  from  thy  falvation."  The  fenfe  of  this  is  clear 
and  intelligible  to  every  capacity.  Mr.  Merrick 
tells  us,  with  the  moft  humble  deference,  that  his 
attempt  on  the  Pfalms,  though  a  mixture  of  tranf- 
lation  and  paraphrafe,  he  hopes,  will  be  found  to 
contain  little  more  of  the  latter  kind  than  what  may 

be 
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be  ufeful,  either  in  opening  the  fenfe,  or  in  pointing 
out  the  connection  of  the  original.      Surely  if  the 
epithet  ''   unwearied"  and  the  phrafe  "   taught  by 
bleft  experience"  are  the  only  redundant  adjundls 
in   this   ftanza,   they  muft  be  looked  upon  as  very 
allowable  ;   for  what  could  afford  more  fubftantial 
joy  to  the  Pfalmift,   than  the  reflexion  that  he  was 
conjiantly  fupported,  or  upheld  by  the  ftrength  of 
the  almighty  ?  and  how  greatly  muft  this  joy  be  in- 
creafed   from  the  happy  experience  of  his  falvatlon  ? 
The  next  verfe  is  certainly  not  lefs  prolix,   and,  if 
the   Ikeiitia    vatiim  is  here  ufcd,   it  appears  to  be 
fiimpta  piideiiter^  and  not   in  the  leaft  deficient  iii 
point  of  energy.   E.  G. 


Thy  cares  his  heart's  defire  complete  ; 
H^!s  pray'r  from  thy  eternal  feat. 
As  low  to  Thee  his  knees  he  bends, 
Jn  full  acceptance  back  defcends. 


In  profe  ;  *'  thy  cares  complete  his  heart's  de- 
fire  ; 
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fire  ;  his  prayer,  as  he  bends  his  knees  low  to  TheCj 
defcends  back  from  thy  eternal  feat  in  full  accept- 
ance."     This  ftanza  is  like  wife  couched  in  terms, 
eafily  to  be  underftood.    In  the  Bible  Tranflation ;. 
"  Thou  haft  given  him  his  heart's  defire,  (fo  far  Mr. 
Merrick    is  tolerably   clofe)   and  haft  not  with- 
holden  the  requeft  of  his  lips  :"    here  we  find  the 
fenfe  more  diflfufe,  for  the  prayer  is  addrefted  from 
the  fupplicant,   in  the  moft  humble  pofture,  to  the 
Deity  in  heaven.      From  the  foregoing  fpecimens 
I  fhould  have  conceived,  that  Mr.  Merrick  would 
have  efcaped  cenfure ;  yet  for  thefe  liberties,  which 
are    fuppofed   to   prove  the  laxity  of  his  verfion, 
fome  fharp  reflections  are  caft  upon  him :   but  with 
what  juftice,  let  profefTed  Hebraifts   and  Men  of 
Letters,  who  have  been  employed  in  tranflating  the 
works  of  ancient  writers,   determine.      The  next 
verfe  begins, 

*[  Thou,  Lord,  preventive  of  his  want," 

and  here  the  principal  defedl  is  fupphed. 

Omitting 
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Omitting  to  infert  Biiliop  Lowth's  next  paral- 
lels, fince  they  are  clearly  exprcfled  in  the  Bible 
Tranflation,  I  fliall  here  only  produce  Mr.  Mason's 
remark,  that  the  fele6led  fenfe  in  both  pafTages 
might  in  profe  be  exprefled  briefly  but  fully  thus  ; 
how  greatly,  O  Jehovah,  fhall  the  King  rejoice  in 
thy  falvation  ;  thou  had:  granted  him  the  defire  of 
his  heart,  and  the  requeft  of  his  lips  ;  therefore 
Mr.  Mason  thinks,  what  is  exprefled  in  eight  lines 
might  without  difficulty,  and  perhaps  with  more 
energy,  be  comprefled  into  four,  and  gives  the  fol- 
lowing as  an  inftance. 

Great  God,  by  thy  falvation  bleft, 
What  rapture  glows  in  David's  breaft! 
To  Heav'n  and  Thee  he  lifts  his  pray'r 
That  finds  its  full  acceptance  there. 

Thefe  lines  reduced  to  profe  would  ftand  thus, 
''  Great  God,  what  rapture  glows  in  David's  breaft, 
bleft  by   thy   Salvation  !      He  lifts   his  prayer  to 

Heaven 
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Heaven  and  Thee,  that  finds  its  full  acceptance 
there."  The  beginning  of  this  paffage  might  be  im- 
proved if  we  could  read  it  thus.  ''  Great  God, 
what  rapture  glows  in  the  breafl  of  David,  who 
is  blefl:  by  thy  falvation."  It  is  certainly  fo  under- 
ftood,  though  not  fo  exprefled.  The  imperfedlion 
of  the  next  line  feems  to  have  originated  from  an 
overfight,  for  a  perfon  of  Mr.  Mason's  penetra* 
tion  could  not  but  perceive  the  neceflity  of  its 
being  thus  arranged, 

To  Thee  In  Heav*n  he  lifts  his  pray'r> 
That  finds  its  full  acceptance  there : 

which  removes  the  difficulty.  Mr.  Mason  how- 
ever informs  us  that  his  attempt  was  not  meant  as 
a  trial  of  his  poetical  (kill,  but  merely  as  an  illuf- 
tration  of  his  critical  meaning.  I  fhall  therefore 
only  remark  that  according  to  my  ideas  it  contains 
a  mixture  of  amplification  and  compreffion  ;  which 

in 
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in  the  literal  conftrudion  is  not  altogether  free  from 
obfcurity.  "  In  heaveii^  and  ''  there  ^  mull  cer- 
tainly be  confidered  as  unneceflary  adjun6is. 

The  hints  which  he  has  given,  that  Mr.  Mer- 
rick as  well  as  Brady  and  Tate  had  kept  to  the 
original  tenfes  of  the  Hebrew,  and  only  poor  Stern- 
hold  and  himfelf  had  made  a  variation,  by  fubftitut- 
ing  the  prefent  for  the  future,  induce  me  to  agree, 
that  in  all  probability  this  adherence  was  too  nicely 
obferved  by  Mr.  Merrick.  It  was  the  advice 
of  no  lefs  a  fcholar  than  Bifhop  Lowth,  that  he 
fhould  fuit  them  to  the  context  and  courfe  of  his 
verfion;  and  I  am  glad  to  have  it  confirmed,  from 
an  authority  fo  well  eftablifhed  as  that  of  Mr.  Mason, 
that  an  Englifh  verfifier,  or  even  a  profe  tranflator, 
fhould  not  in  this  refpecl  be  too  fl:ri611y  tied  down  ; 
for  this  acknowledgement  tends  to  remove  fome 
fcruples  in  regard  to  my  own  proceedings. 


1  Havinor 
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Having  advanced  thus  much  in  behalf  of  an  au- 
thor, v/ho  can  no  longer  fpeak  for  himfelf,  I  am  pre- 
pared to  anticipate  Mr.  Mason,  or  other  learned 
critics  in  condemning  any  undue  liberties  I  may 
liave  taken.  My  fole  intention  was,  by  dividing 
ihis  excellent  verfion  into  ftanzas,  to  make  it  ufe- 
tul  to  the  church  ;  and  it  has  been  my  particular 
aim  to  preferve  the  conne6tion,  as  accurately  as 
poffible,  without  departing  unneceflarily  from  the 
tranflator's  mode  of  expreffion  :  and  in  whatfoever 
paffages  I  may  have  varied  from  it,  my  hope  is 
that  the  freedom  will  not  be  thought  altogether  in- 
excufable.  I  will  freely  own  that,  though  I  have 
avoided  alteration  as  much  as  poflible,  in  many  in- 
liances  it  feemed  neceffary  to  amplify  the  fenfe,  by 
the  infertion  of  additional  lines  ;  and  in  others  to 
comprefs  it  into  a  fmaller  compafs  ;  in  doing  which 
I  may  have  diminifhed,  in  fome  degree,  the  force  of 
the  original.  I  commit  myfelf  however  to  the 
candour  of  all  impartial  critics,  who  will  doubtlefs, 

before 
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before  they  pafs  their  fentence,  advert  to  the  mo- 
tives ailigned  in  the  former  part  of  the  preface,  by 
which  I  was  led  to  engage  in  the  undertaking. 
An  attempt  may  be  bold  without  being  prefump- 
tuous,  and  juftice  will  pardon  much,  in  coniidera- 
tion  of  a  laudable  intention. 

It  would  have  afforded  me  peculiar  fatisfadlion,. 
if  Mr.  Mason  ODuld  have  been  prevailed  upon  to 
adapt  Mr.  Merrick's  verfion  for  parochial  ufe. 
He  has  fhewn  what  talents  he  pofTelles  for  fuch  an 
attempt,  by  the  fpecimens  he  has  given  us  in  his 
improvement  of  Sternhold  ;  and  I  am  inclined  to 
believe  (though  in  fome  inftances  he  has  amplified 
even  that  verfion)  that  if  he  had  exerted  his  abi- 
lities in  new  modelling  Mr.  Merrick  for  the 
fame  purpofe,  his  endeavours  could  not  have  fail- 
ed to  attra6l  the  notice  of  all  learned  and  good 
men,  who  would  have  united  their  efforts  to  pro- 
mote the  fuccefs  of  his  work,  by  all  means  likely  to 

1   2  obtain 
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obtain  it  a  legal  fan6lion.  His  fele6lion  is  entitled, 
"  Pfalms  taken  from  the  old  verfion,  revifed,  al- 
tered and  adapted  to  fuch  eafy  tunes  as  may  be  fung 
by  the  whole  congregation."  To  difcover  the  im- 
provement he  has  made,  let  us  only  compare  the 
forty-firft  Pfalm  of  Sternhold,  with  Mr.  Mason's 
emendation, 

STERNHOLD. 

The  man  is  blefl  that  careful  is 

The  needy  to  confider. 
For  in  the  feafon  perilous 

The  Lord  will  him  deliver. 

The  Lord  will  make  him  fafe  and  found. 

And  happy  in  the  land. 
And  he  will  not  deliver  him 

Into  his  Enemies  hand. 

And  in  his  bed  when  he  lies  fick 

The  Lord  will  him  reftore, 
And  Thou,  O  Lord,  wilt  turn  to  health 

His  ficknefs  and  his  fore. 

MASON. 
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MASON. 

Bleft  is  the  man  who  yields  his  ftore.. 
With  kind  compaffion,  to  the  poor. 
In  time  of  danger  and  of  dread 
The  Lord  himfelf  will  bring  him  aid, 
With  length  of  days  he  (hall  be  crown'd 
For  he  a  Friend  in  Heav'n  has  found. 

Nor  will  that  heavenly  Friend  forego 
His  help,  or  yield  him  to  his  Foe, 
If  age  brings  on  difeafe  and  pain 
He  will  not  at  his  doom  complain. 
And,  e'en  if  Death  approaches  near. 
Will  meet  his  fate  without  a  fear. 

For  God  with  hope  (hall  raife  his  head, 
Shall  fmooth  with  faith  his  dying  bed; 
His  deeds  of  charity  fhall  find 
Acceptance  in  his  Maker's  mind ; 
Who  foon  fhall  make  his  anguifli  ceafe. 
And  bid  his  foul  depart  in  peace. 

Though  we  have  here  but  httle  of  the  original, 
and  the  feveral  ftanzas  feem  to  abound  with  what 

may 
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may  be  called  unneceflary  adjun61s,  yet  I  would 
not  blame  Mr.  Mason  for  any  laxity.  A  poet, 
who  has  an  eafy  and  flowing  vein  cannot  always 
check  himfelf,  but  will  be  diffufe  or  concife  as  the 
fubje6l  of  his  thoughts  happens  to  lead  him ;  fome- 
times  indulging,  at  other  times  reftraining  the 
powers  of  that  enthufiafm  w^hich  he  feels,  and  par- 
ticularly when  his  mind  is  employed  in  divine  and 
heavenly  meditations. 

If  it  be  deemed  requifite  to  continue  the  old 
verfion,  which  was  certainly  undertaken  at  firft 
upon  the  mofl:  laudable  motives,  but  appears  now 
no  better  than  a  dull  kind  of  rhythmical  profe, 
thofe,  who  aim  at  corredlino-  it  have  nothino;  more  to 
do  than  to  perfift  in  their  refinements,  till  they  leave 
only  the  initials  of  the  former  tranflators  over  the 
Pfalms  which  they  choofe  to  verfify. 

I  fhall  bring  forward  another  inftance  wherein  it 
will   appear    that   Mr.  Mason  has  not  fcrupled  to 

rejedl 
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rejecl  Sternhold,  and  (If  I  miftake  not)  has  ma- 
nifeftly  borrowed  from  Mr.  Merrick's  verfion  ; 
for  where  there  is  fo  near  a  refemblance  in  the  ex- 
preiTions,  who  can  think  otherwife  ?  The  Pfahn 
I  allude  to  is  the  hundred  and  twenty-fifth. 

From  theold  Verfion  by  ROBERT   WISDOM. 

Thofe  that  do  place  their  confidence 

Upon  the  Lord  our  God  only, 
And  fly  to  him  for  their  defence 
In  all  their  need  and  mifery: 

Their  faith  is  furc, 

Still  to  endure. 
Grounded  on  Chrift  the  corner  ftone, 

Mov'd  with  none  ill, 

But  flandeth  ftill 
Stedfaft  like  to  the  Mount  Sion. 

MERRICK    begins    the   Pfalm  thus! 

Who  truft  in  God's  protecting  hand 
Secure  as  Sion's  Mount  fhall  fland 
That,  proof  to  ages,  meets  the  Ikies, 
And  fix'deach  adverfe  (liock  defies. 

MASON 
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MASON    thus. 

Thofe,  who  with  holy  confidence, 
Truft  in  the  Lord  for  their  defence, 
Secur'd  by  his  prote6ling  hand 
Shall  ftedfaft  as  Mount  Sion  Hand. 


The  two  firft  lines  are  all  that  can  be  faid  to  be 
ufed  from  the  verfion  by  Robert  Wifdom,  the  two 
next  appear  to  have  been  taken  from  Mr.  Merrick, 
notwithftanding  they  may  have  been  originally  fug- 
gefted  from  a  line  of  no  fmall  force  and  energy,  by 
W.  K.  in  the  old  verfion,  whofe  real  name  I  have 
not  been  able  to  learn. 

As  Sion's  Mount  fhall  firmly  ftand. 

Now  it  is  plain  that  the  fenfe,  which  Mr.  Mason 
has  expreffed  in  four  lines,  is  comprifed  by  Mr. 
Merrick  in  two.  "  They  who  truft  in  the  Lord 
(hall  be  as  Mount  Sion  ;"    the  latter  part  of  this 

verfe, 
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verfe,  *'  whicli  cannot  be  removed,  but  abideth  for 
ever,"  is  either  entirely  omitted,  or  defigned  to  be 
comprehended  in  the  word  ftedfaft.  To  corre- 
fpond  with  this  fentence  in  the  original,  Mr.  Mer- 
rick has  added  two  lines.  Provided  Mr.  Ma- 
son had  been  defirous  of  avoiding  prolixity,  it 
fhould  feem  he  might  have  expreffed  himfelf  in 
this  manner  ; 

Who  truft  in  God*s  proteding  hand 
Shall  ftedfafl:  as  Mount  Sion  ftand. 

But  this  would  not  complete  the  ftanza,  and 
therefore  it  was  allowable  to  amplify  in  fome 
degree.  I  fee  nothing  objedionable  in  Mr.  Ma- 
son's enlargement  of  the  fenfe :  in  fhort,  I  was  fo 
well  fatisfied  with  the  firft  lines,  that,  I  am  proud 
to  acknowledge,  I  inferted  them,  with  a  trifling 
alteration,  in  the  following  manner,  from  his  copy, 
and  thought  it  no  difparagemcnt  to  adopt  them 
from  fo  claffical  a  writer. 

m  They, 
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They,  who  with  holy  confidence 
Truft  In  the  Lord  for  their  defence, 
Secuf  d  by  his  prote6ling  hand. 
Shall  fledfaft  as  Mount  Sion  ftand, 
That  proof  to  ages  meets  the  Ikies, 
And,  fix'd,  each  adverfe  fhock  defies. 

I  was  willing  that  it  fhould  be  known  whence  I 
had  taken  thefe  lines,  in  cafe  the  work  fhould  fall 
into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Mason;  otherwife  I  fhould 
have  preferred  that  of  W.  K.  as  above  cited,  to 
the  fourth  line. 

I  cannot  quit  this  fubjedt  without  adding,  that  if 
this  attack  had  not  come  from  fuch  a  pen  as  that  of 
Mr.  Mason,  who  has  himfelf  been  engaged  in  a 
fimilar  caufe,  I  fhould  not  have  employed  a  mo- 
ment's confideration  upon  it,  but  pafTed  it  over  in  fi- 
lence.  But  I  can  afTure  that  gentleman,  that  nothing 
has  now  been  afferted,  with  the  defign  of  pafhng 
any  unhandfome  reflexions  upon  him.  My  inten- 
tion 
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tlon  Ins  been  merely  to  remove  the  obje6lions 
which  have  been  urged  ao-ahifl:  Mr.  Merrick's 
verfion  by  a  perfon,  from  whofe  opinion  I  am  forry 
to  diflent  ;  and  I  lament  that  Mr.  AIerrick  has 
not  found  a  more  able  advocate,  fincerely  wifliing 
that  whofoever  (hall  hereafter  complain  of  this  ver- 
fion may  be  fo  happy  as  to  point  out,  or  produce 
another  of  fuperior  merit. 

For  a  few^  errors  of  the  prefs,  which  may  be  found 
in  this  edition,  I  think  it  neceflary  to  befpeak  the 
candour  and  indulgence  of  the  reader.  Situated  at 
the  diftance  of  more  than  one  hundred  miles  from 
the  metropolis,  I  could  only  receive  the  firft  proofs 
by  the  pott,  after  returning  which,  commonly  in 
hafte,  I  was  obliged  to  rely  upon  the  printer  both 
for  inferting  my  corre6tions  exactly,  and  for  pre- 
venting any  new  miftakes. 

Before   I   finally  difmifs  the  Publication,   I  moft 

m  2  g^^^^y 
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gladly  embrace  the  opportunity  of  again  confelling, 
that  my  thanks  are  due  to  feveral  perfons  of  the 
highell  refpeclability,  for  their  voluntary  aid ; 
in  particular,  to  Dr.  Beadon,  Bliliop  of  Glou- 
cefter,  for  the  occafional  communication  of  his  fen- 
timents  upon  the  undertaking  ;  for  the  advice  he 
has  ever  fliewn  himfeif  ready  to  afford  me  In  the 
progrefs  of  it ;  and  for  the  favourable  manner  in 
which  he  has  been  kind  enough  to  mention  it  to 
others  of  the  venerable  Bench.  As  his  recom- 
mendation of  it  has  been  powerful,  fo  I  entertain 
a  full  perfuafion  that  it  will  prove  at  length  effec* 
tual.  The  obligations  conferred  by  Lord  Ducie, 
(with  whom  I  have  the  honour  and  happinefs  to  be 
acquainted  as  a  neighbour  and  friend)  though  of  a 
different  nature,  were  of  infinite  ufe  to  me.  His 
a6tual  ailiftance  in  alleviating  fome  of  the  diffi- 
culties,  that  muft  neceffarily  arife  from  my  corre- 
fpondence  with  the  printer,  at  fuch  a  diftance  from 
London,  was  granted  in  the  mofi:  kind  and  friendly 

manner. 
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manner.  Such  inftances  of  civility  and  regard  I 
cannot  pafs  in  filence  ;  and  they,  to  whom  I  own 
myfelf  indebted  will,  I  truft,  at  all  times  find  me 
difpofcd  to  fpeak  of  their  favours  in  terms  expref- 
five  of  my  warmeft  gratitude. 

I  conceive  it  becomes  me  alfo  to  mention  that  I 
have  obtained  very  fmgular  advantages  from  gentle- 
men moft  eminently  diftinguifhed  for  their  fuperior 
talents  in  the  fcience  of  Mufic.  But  fincc  I  have  taken 
notice   of  their  generous  efforts  in  my  addrefs  to 
them  at  the  becrinnino;  of  another  undertakinor,  en- 
titled  ''   Improved  Pfalmody",    wherein  they  have 
been  fo   long   engaged,   there  will  be  no  need  for 
me  to  repeat  in  this  place,  how  exceedingly  I  value 
their  aid  ;   and  I  am  willing  to  perfuadc  myfelf  that 
their  labours  will  in  no  refpe6l  be  ineffe6lual,    and 
that  they  will  derive  from  them  abundant  credit  to 
themfelves,  in  this  and  future  ages. 

From 
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From   many   Clergymen    remarkable   for    their 
piety,  and  zealous  for  the  welfare  of  the  eftablifhed 
Church,    I   have   received  applications   to   fupply 
them  with  the   mufical  part  of  my  work  ;  and  I 
have  lince   been   informed  by   the  fame   perfons, 
that   on  examination  they  not  only  approved  but 
immediately  determined  to  adopt  it  for  the  ufe  of 
their  refpeclive  congregations.      I  am  therefore  en* 
couraged  to  hope  that  by  degrees  it  will  be  received 
in  like  manner  throughout  the  kingdom.      The  re- 
gular continuation  of  the  plan  till  the  whole  fhall 
be  executed,  and  brought  as  nearly  as  poilible  to  a 
ftate  of  perfe6lion,  is  however  requifite  to  its  entire 
acceptation,  and  is  a  point  to  which  all  its  admirers 
look  up  with  an  eagernefs  that  demands  from  me 
the   cleareft  explanation  concerning  my  refolution 
to  proceed  in  it.      That  I  will  perfevere  in  the  beft 
manner,  and  not  keep  them  in  fufpenfe  a  moment 
beyond  what  fhall  be  found  indifpenfably  neceflary, 
1  can  give  them  the  moft  pofitive  affurance.     At 

the 
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the  fame  time  It  fhould  be  properly  underftood  of 
what  nature  are  the  obftacles,  by  which  this  pro- 
je6led  Improvement  muft  be  unavoidably  retarded. 
The  co-operatloh  of  a  number  of  gentlemen  of 
the  higheft  mufical  eminence,  while  It  is  a  cir- 
cumftance  mofi:  propitious  to  the  final  fuccefs  of 
my  attempt,  and  probably  declfive  in  its  favour, 
neverthelefs  renders  It  difficult  to  fix  precifely 
the  period,  when  It  will  be  completed ;  but  I 
have  every  reafon  to  believe  that  the  fucceeding 
numbers  will  be  publlfhed  with  more  expedition. 
Zealous  as  thofe  gentlemen  are  to  carry  into  effedt 
their  promlfcd  fervlces,  and  to  perfill:  in  them  to 
the  end,  ftill  are  they,  as  it  may  be  conje6lured, 
frequently  interrupted  by  profeffional  avocations  : 
and  though  they  fliould  employ  every  convenient 
opportunity  of  leifure  for  the  profecution  of  this 
arduous  bufinefs,  yet  it  cannot  be  purfued  with 
that  rapid  progrefs  which  partial  friends  might 
wi(h.    Without  this  powerful  fupport,  I  mufi:  have 

left 


xcvl         THE    EDITOR'S,    &c, 

left  the  Verfion  in  its  new  form,  to  be  perufed  as 
a  pattern  of  excellent  poetry,  or  adapted  to  fuch 
melodies  as  might  have  been  occafionally  procured. 
With  it,  I  doubt  not  that  the  mofl:  fanguine  ex- 
pedlations  will  be  proportionably  gratified  ;  and  if 
fome  little  delay  fhould  intervene  from  unforefeen 
circumflances,  it  will,  I  truft,  be  compenfated  by 
a  fet  of  compofitions,  equal  to  the  merit  of  this 
elegant  Tranflation. 

WoTTON    UNDER    EdGE, 

Jime  4,   1796. 
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I. 

/^  HOW  bleft  the  man,   whofe  car 
^"-^    Impious  counfel  fliuns  to  hear, 
Who  nor  loves  to  tread  the  way 
Where  the  fons  of  folly  ftray, 
Nor  their  frantie  mirth  to  (liare, 
Seated  in  derifion's  chair  ; 
But,   to  virtue's  path  confln'd, 
Spurns  the  men  of  fmful  mind, 
And,   poflefs'd  with  facred  awe. 
Meditates,   great  God,   thy  law  ; 
This  by  day  his  fix'd  employ, 
This  by  night  his  conftant  joy, 

A  Lik( 
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2. 

Like  the  tree,   that,   taught  to  grow 
Where  the  ftreams  irriguous  flow, 
Oft  as  the  revolving  fun 
Through  the  deftin'd  months  has  run, 
Regular,   its  feafon  knows. 
Bending  low  its  loaded  boughs, 
He  his  verdant  branch  fhall  fpread. 
Nor  his  fick'ning  leaves  fliall  (hed  ; 
He,  whate'er  his  thoughts  devife, 
Joyful  to  the  work  applies, 
Sure  to  find  the  wifh'd  fuccefs 
Crown  his  hope,   his  labour  blefs. 

3- 

See,   ah  !   fee  a  diff'rent  fate 

God's  obdurate  foes  await  ; 

See  them,   to  his  wrath  confign'd. 

Fly  like  chafF  before  the  wind  : 

When  thy  Judge,   O  Earth,   fhall  come, 

And  to  each  afUgn  their  doom. 

Say,   fliall  then  the  impious  band 

With  the  jufl:  aaembled  ftand  ? 

Thefe 


P  S  A  L  M      I.  3 

Thefe  til*  Almighty,   thefc  alone, 
Obje6ls  of  his  love  (hall  own, 
While  his  vengeance  who  defy 
Whelm'd  in  endlefs  ruin  lie. 

PSALM     II. 

I. 
'T'TTHY  thus  enrag'd,  ye  tribes  profane  ? 

^  ^      Why  ftrive  the  Gentiles  thus  in  vain  ? 
Why,  rouz'd  by  difcord's  fierce  alarms, 
Do  headlong  nations  rufh  to  arms  ?   . 

2. 

Earth's  fccpter'd  lords  rebellious  rife 
Againfl:  tlie  Ruler  of  the  fkies, 
And  Him,   on  whofc  diftinguifli'd  head 
His  hand  the  facred  oil  has  died. 

In  fadious  counfels  thus  they  join. 
And  vaunting  brave  the  Pow'r  divine, 
''   Quick  let  us  each  renounce  their  fvvay, 
•'*   And  caft  their  hated  bands  away." 

A  2  God 
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.4. 
God  from  on  high  their  threats  fliall  hear. 
Laugh,   as  the  tumult  meets  his  ear, 
And,   arm'd  with  vengeance,   thus  aloud 
Superior  quell  the  frantic  croud  : 

5- 
"  Yet,   Mortals,   yet  your  Monarch  fee, 

"   And  bow  to  Flim  the  humble  knee, 

"   His  throne  on  Sion^s  hill  my  hand 

*'   Has  built,   and  what  I  build  fhall  fland." 

6. 

Thy  will,   Great  Father,  I  obey  ; 
Pleas'd  I  accept  the  ofFer'd  fway. 
And  through  the  earth's  extended  frame 
The  counfels  of  thy  love  proclaim. 

7- 
*'   Thou  art  my  Son,   on  this  bleft  day 

*'   Begotten  ;   ( thus  I  hear  thee  fay,) 

*'   Prefer  thy  wifh,   and  to  thy  hand 

**   Lo !   I  confign  each  heathen  land. 
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8. 

''  I  bid  thee  rule  the  nations  round, 
Far  as  to  earth's  remoteft  bound  ; 
Though  join'd  in  firmeft  league,   thy  foes 

"   With  vain  attempt  thy  pow'r  oppofe. 

9- 

"  Thy  arm  the  Iron  rod  extends  ! 

''  Behold  them,  as  the  ilroke  defcends, 
"  Crulh'd  like  the  potter's  brittle  ftore, 
*'   And  fcatter'd  to  unite  no  more." 

lo. 

Ye  kings,   from  error's  fleep  arife  ; 
Ye  judges  of  the  earth,   be  wife  ; 
And,   warm'd  with  duteous  zeal,   confpire 
To  ferve  with  joy  th'  eternal  Sire. 

I  I. 

O,   left  ye  pcrifh  from  the  way, 
That  leads  to  realms  of  endlefs  day, 
With  aweful  love,   with  holy  fear, 
His  Son,  the  world's  great  hope,  revere. 


If 
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12. 

If  yet  but  kindling  in  his  hand 
The  vengeful  bolt  uplifted  ftand, 
Thrice  happy,   who  on  him  depend, 
And  thankful  own  th'  almighty  friend. 

PSALM     III. 

r. 
T)E<HOLD,  my  God,  what  numerous  foes 
-*-^  With  dire  intent  my  fteps  inclofe, 
While,   flufli'd  with  hope,   the  impious  band 
In  haughty  triumph  round  me  ftand  ; 
*'   Lo  !   there,"  they  cry,   "  our  obvious  prey, 
*'  The  wretch,   whom  God  has  caft  away." 

2. 

But  fee  Omnipotence  my  (hield  ! 

My  head  aloft  by  thee  upheld, 

Thy  fav'ring  beams  around  me  fhine  ; 

Thou,   Lord,   from  Sion's  hallowed  fhrine 

With  kind  regard  Ihalt  hear  my  cry, 

And  inflant  grant  the  wifh'd  reply. 

Opprefs'd 
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3- 
Opprefs'd  with  toil,  I  fought  repofe, 

I  laid  me  down,   I  flept,   I  rofe  ; 

For  thou,  my  God,   wert  waking  ftill, 

To  guard  my  flumb'ring  head  from  ill ; 

Though  myriads,   leagu'd,   againft  me  rife, 

My  heart  fecure  their  rage  defies. 

Thy  aid,   blefl:  Lord,   indulgent  yield  ; 
Oft  as  I  trod  the  doubtful  field, 
Each  hoftile  cheek  has  felt  thy  ftroke  ; 
Thy  rod  their  teeth  vindiclive  broke  ; 
O  yield  (nor  fliall  I  a(k  in  vain,) 
That  oft  experienc'd  aid  again. 

5- 
Th'  impending  florm,   my  God,   aflirage, 

'Tis  thine  to  quell  their  impious  rage, 

'Tis  thine,   great  God,   'tis  thine  to  fave 

Thy  fervants  from  th'  expeding  grave, 

'Tis  thine  to  blefs  them  from  above, 

And  crown  them  with  eternal  love. 


PSALM 
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I. 
T^EFENDER  of  my  rightful  caufe, 
-^^   While  anguifh  from  my  bofom  draws 
The  deep  felt  figh,  the  ceafelefs  prayV, 
O  make  thy  fervant  ftill  thy  care  ; 
That  aid,   which  oft  my  griefs  has  heal'd, 
That  aid  again,  intreated,  yield. 

2'. 

How  long,  ye  fons  of  pride,  how  long 
Shall  falfehood  arm  your  impious  tongue  ? 
How  long  (hall  fecret  love  of  ill 
To  wretched  malice  urge  your  will, 
And  erring  rage  your  breaft  inflame. 
My  pow'r  to  thwart,  my  adls  defame  ? 

To  God  my  heart  (hall  vent  its  woe. 
Who,  prompt  his  blefl^ngs  to  beftow 
On  each,  whofe  breaft  has  learn'd  his  fear, 
Bows  to  my  plaint  the  willing  ear  ; 


Him 
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Him  wouldft  tliou  pleafc  ?  with  rev'rent  awe 
Obferve  the  dI6tates  of  his  law. 

4- 
In  fecret,   on  thy  couch  rechn'd, 

Search  to  its  depth  thy  reillefs  mind, 

Till,  hiifh'd  to  peace,   the  tumult  lie, 

And  wrath  and  ftrife  within  thee  die  ; 

With  purefl:  gifts  approach  his  fhrine, 

And  fafe  to  him  thy  care  refign. 

5- 

I  hear  a  hopelefs  train  demand, 
"   Where's  now  the  wifli'd  Deliv'rer's  hand  ?  " 
Do  thou,   my  God,    do  thou  reply. 
And  let  thy  prefence  from  on  high 
In  full  effufion  o'er  our  head 
Its  all-enliv'nino:  influence  flied. 

o 

6. 

What  joy  my  confcious  heart  o'erflows  ! 
Not  fuch  th'  exultin(i  lab'rer  knows, 
When  to  his  long-expe6^ing  eyes 
The  vintage  and  the  harvefts  rife, 

B  And, 
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And,   fhadowing  wide  the  cultur'd  foil, 
With  full  requital  crown  his  toil. 


7- 
weary  eyes  in  fieep  I  clofe, 

My  limbs,    fecure,   to  reft  compofe; 

For  thou,   great  God,   fhalt  fcreen  my  head, 

And  plant  a  guard  around  my  bed. 

Thy  choiceft  gifts  fhalt  bid  me  fliare, 

And  make  my  fafety  ftill  thy  care. 

PSALM     V. 

I. 

^  I  ^11 E  words,  that  from  my  lips  proceed, 

-^  My  thoughts,  for  thou  thofe  thoughts  canft  read. 
My  God,   my  King,   attentive  weigh, 
And  hear,   O  hear  me  when  I  pray. 

2. 

With  earlieft  zeal,  with  wakeful  care, 
To  thee  my  foul  fliall  pour  its  pray'r, 
And,   ere  the  dawn  has  ftreak'd  the  fky, 
To  thee  dire6l  its  longing  eye: — 

To 
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3- 

To  thee,  whom  nought  obfciir'd  by  ftahi 

Can  pleafe ;  whofe  doors  to  feet  profane 
Inexorable  ftand ;   whofe  law 
Offenders  from  thy  fight  fliall  awe. 

Let  each,  whofe  tongue  to  lies  is  turn'd, 
Who  leffons  of  deceit  has  learn'd, 
Or  thirfls  a  brother's  blood  to  flied, 
Thy  hate  and  heaviefl:  vengeance  dread. 

5- 

But  I,   whofe  hope  thy  love  fupports, 
(How  great  that  lo\e  !  )   will  tread. thy  courts, 
My  knees  In  lowlleft  rev'rence  bend, 
And  tow'rd  thy  (brine  my  hands  extend. 

6. 

Do  thou,  juft  God,    my  path  prepare, 
And  guard  me  from  each  hoftile  fnare; 
O  lend  me  thy  condudling  ray, 
And  level  to  my  fteps  thy  way. 

B    2  Behold 
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7- 
Behold  me  by  a  troop  inclos'd, 

Of  hatred  and  of  guilt  composed, 

Nurs'd  in  deceit,   in  fin  allied, 

Nor  faith,   nor  truth  their  a6lions  guide. 

8. 

Their  throat  a  fepulchre  difplays. 
Deep,   wide,   infatiate;   in  their  praife 
Lurks  flatt'ry,   and  with  fpecious  art 
Belies  the  purpofe  of  their  heart. 

9- 

O  let  the  mifchiefs  they  intend 

Retorted  on  themfelves  defcend, 
And  let  thy  wrath  corred  their  fin, 
Whofe  hearts  thy  mercy  fails  to  win. 

10. 

May  all,   who  trufl:  in  thee,   employ 
Their  grateful  voice  in  fongs  of  joy, 
And  fiiare  the  gifts  on  thofe  beftow'd, 
Who  love  the  name  of  Jacob's  God. 


To 
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I  I. 

To  each,  who  bears  a  guiltlefs  heart, 
Thy  grace  its  bleiling  (hall  impart; 
Strong  as  the  brazen  fliield,   thy  aid 
Around  him  call  its  cov'ring  (hade. 


PSALM     VI. 

I. 

/^\  SPARE  me.   Lord,  nor  o'er  my  head 

^-^   The  fulnefs  of  thy  vengeance  flied; 

With  pitying  eye  my  weaknefs  view, 

Heal  my  vex'd  foul,   my  ftrcngth  renew^ ; 

And  O,   if  yet  my  fnis  demand 

The  wife  corre6tions  of  thy  hand, 

Yet  give  my  pains  their  bounds  to  know, 

And  fix  a  period  to  my  woe. 

Return,   great  God,   return,   and  fave 
Thy  fervant  from  the  greedy  grave. 

2. 

Shall  death's  long  filent  tongue,   O  fay, 

The  records  of  thy  pow'r  difplay. 

Or 
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Or  pale  corruption's  ftartled  ear 

Thy  praife  within  its  prifon  hear  ? 

By  languor,   grief,   and  care   opprefs'd, 

With  groans  perpetual  heaves  my  breaft, 

And  tears,  in  large  profufion  flied, 

IncefTant  lave  my  fleeplefs  bed. 

Return,   great  God,   return,   and  fave 
Thy  fervant  from  the  greedy  grave. 

3- 
While  clouds  of  grief  around  me  roll, 

And  hofhile  ftorms  invade  my  foul, 

My  life,  though  yet  in  mid  career, 

Beholds  the  winter  of  its  year 

Relentlefs  from  my  cheek  each  trace 

Of  youth  and  blooming  health  erafe, 

And  fpread  before  my  wafting  fight 

The  Hiades  of  all-obfcuring  night. 

Return,   great  God,  return,  and  fave 
Thy  fervant  from  the  greedy  grave. 

Hence,  ye  profane  I    my  Saviour  hears. 
While  yet  I  fpeak,  he  wipes  my  tears. 

Accepts 
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Accepts  my  pray'r,   and  bids  each  foe 
With  iliame  their  vain  attempts  forego  ; 
His  vengeance  whehns  their  fouls  in  dread, 
And  burfls  in  tempefts  o'er  their  head, 
While,   ftruck  with  horror  from  on  high, 
In  wild  amaze  they  backward  fly. 

My  Saviour  hears ;    and  deigns  to  fave 

His  fervant  from  the  greedy  grave. 

PSALM     VII. 

I. 
/^\  SAVE  me,   Lord,  and  to  my  foes 
^^    Do  tliou,  in  thee  I  truft,  oppofe 
Thy  pow'r,   and  let  the  arm  divine, 
Stretch'd  in  my  caufe,   befpeak  me  thine  :  — 

2. 

Left,   while  I  mourn  thy  abfent  aid, 
The  lion  fierce  my  foul  invade, 
Plcas'd,   with  my  blood  his  thirft  allay, 
And  rend  the  unrefifting  prey. 

My 
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3- 

My  God,   if  truth  their  cenfure  guide, 

If  guik  be  in  my  fads  defcried, 
If  e'er  from  my  diflembhng  heart 
My  friend  has  found  the  hoftile  part,— 

4- 
If,   gracious  Lord,   with  ftubborn  mind 

To  wrathful  violence  inclin'd, 

Impeird  by  wrongs,  I  taught  my  foe 

The  terrors  of  my  hand  to  know, — 

That  foe's  worfl:  vengeance  let  me  meet. 
Till,  trampled  underneath  his  feet, 
Low  in  the  duft  my  life  be  laid, 
And  earth's  dark  womb  my  glory  (hade. 

6. 
Rife,  mightieft  Lord,  triumphant  rife, 
O'er  each,  whofe  hand  thy  pow'r  defies ; 
O  let  thy  wrath  chaftife  my  foes. 
Hear,  and  relieve  thy  fervant's  woes. 


Judg- 
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7- 

Judgment  is  thine  :    in  awful  flate, 

While  circling  Crouds  the  doom  await, 
Afcend  thy  throne,   great  God,   again, 
And  juftify  thy  ways  to  Men. 

8. 

O  Thou,   on  whom  our  fates  depend, 
My  caufe,   my  guiltlefs  caufe,   defend ; 
Awake,  thy  aiding  ftrength  excite, 
Awake,  and  vindicate  my  right. 

Sin's  baneful  growth  do  thou  controul, 
And  guard  from  ill  the  upright  foul ; 
For  thou,  jufl:  Lord,   with  fearching  eye. 
The  heart  and  inmoft  reins  canft  try. 

10. 

To  God,  my  Soul,   for  help  repair, 
Who  makes  the  faithful  heart  his  care, 
Th'  impartial  Judge  !     whofe  eyes  each  day, 
Indignant,   fcenes  of  guilt  furvey. 

C  If 
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I  I. 

If  Man  his  law  refufe  to  know, 
He  whets  his  fword,  he  bends  his  bow, 
He  tips  with  fire  the  fatal  dart, 
Ordain'd  to  pierce  th'  Oppreflbr's  heart. 

12. 

With  mifchief  teem  their  breafts,  but  woey 
And  fruftrate  hope  attend  the  throe ; 
They  dig,   and  with  exa61eft  care 
A  pit,  but  for  themfelves,   prepare. 

They  toil,   and  each,   condemned  to  gain 
The  lucklefs  harvefl:  of  his  pain, 
Ills,   for  a  Brother's  head  defign'd. 
Retorted  on  liis  own  fhall  find. 

14. 
Thy  juftice.  Lord,  fhall  on  my  breaft 
In  fure  remembrance  fiand  imprefs'd. 
With  grateful  joy  my  heart  infpire. 
And  wake  to  ceafelefs  praife  my  lyre. 

PSALM 


J9 

PSALM     VIIL 

I. 

T  Mmortal  King  !    thro'  earth's  wide  frame 
•*-   How  great  thy  honour,   praife,   and  name  ! 
Whofe  reign  o'er  diftant  worlds  extends, 
Whofe  glory  heav'n's  vafl  height  tranfcends. 

2. 

From  Infants  thou  canfl;  ftrength  upralfe, 
And  form  their  iifping  tongues  to  praife, 
That,  ftruck  with  awe,  each  wrathful  Band 
In  mute  aftonifliment  may  ftand. 

When,  wTapt  In  thought,  with  w^akeful  eye 
I  view  the  wonders  of  the  fky, 
Whofe  frame  thy  fingers  o'er  our  head 
In  rich  magnificence  have  fpread,— 

The  filent  moon,   with  waxing  horn 
Along  th'  ethereal  region  borne, 
The  ftars  with  vivid  luflre  crown'd, 
That  nightly  w^alk  their  deftin'd  round, — 

C  2  Lord ! 
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5- 

Lord  I    what  is  Man,   that  In  thy  care 
His  humble  lot  fliould  find  a  ihare, 
Or  what  the  Son  of  Man,  that  Thou 
Thus  to  his  wants  thine  ear  fliouldft  bow  ? 

6. 

His  rank  awhile,  by  thy  decree, 
Th'  angelic  Tribes  beneath  them  fee^ 
Till  round  him  thy  Imparted  rays 
With  unextinguifli'd  glory  blaze. 

7- 
Subjedled  to  his  feet  by  Thee, 

To  him  all  Nature  bow  s  the  knee  ; 

The  beafts  in  him  their  Lord  behold, 

The  grazing  herd,   the  bleating  fold, — 

8. 

The  fowls,   of  various  wing,  that  fly 
O'er  the  vail  defert  of  the  fky. 
And  all  the  wat'ry  tribes,  that  glide 
Through  paths  to  human  fight  denied. 


Im- 
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Immortal  King  !    thro'  earth's  wide  frame 
How  great  thy  honour,  praife,   and  name  ! 
Thy  reign  o'er  diftant  worlds  extends, 
Thy  glory  heav'ns  vafl  height  tranfcends. 

PSALM     IX, 

I. 
TT  TARM'D  to  its  inmoft  dc^ith  my  breaft 

^  ^      Thanks,  not  by  words  to  be  exprefs'd^ 
Conceives,  nor  fhall  my  grateful  tongue 
E'er  leave  thy  wondrous  a6ls  unfung. 

2. 

Thee,  Lord,  I  boaft  my  blifs  fupreme, 
Thy  praife  my  fong's  exhauftlcfs  theme  ; 
O  Higher  than  the  Higheft,  hail ! 
Thou,  thou  haft  bid  my  caufe  prevail. 

3- 
Lo  !    from  the  terror  of  thine  «ye 

My  Foes  with  ftumbling  ftep  fhall  fly. 

Or, 
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Or,  ftruck  by  thy  refiftlefs  hand, 
In  heaps  promifcuous  flrew  the  land. 

Stri61  juftice,  Lord,   fupports  thy  throne, 
And  her  decrees  and  thine  are  one ; 
Thy  ftern  rebuke  the  Heathen  feel, 
Their  name  oblivion's  fhades  conceal. 

See,   o'er  their  guilt-polluted  plain 
Deftru61ion,  death,  and  horror  reign : 
While,   where  the  rural  wa-fte  extends, 
No  more  the  village  fmoke  afcends. 

6. 

No  more  their  cities  brave  the  fky, 
But  ras'd  by  thee,  forgotten  lie, 
Scarce  ev'n  in  fhapelefs  ruins  view^'d, 
That  mark  where  once  the  wonder  flood. 

7- 
But  Thou,  when  time  fhall  reach  its  end, 

Unchanged  the  fceptre  fhalt  extend ; 


Then 
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Then  fill  thy  throne  in  awful  ftate, 

While  Man's  whole  Race  thy  judgment  wait. 

8. 
Come  ye,   who  in  the  dang'rous  hour 
Wiih  for  your  guard  the  ftrong  built  tow'r  % 
Each  terror  to  the  winds  refign'dy 
In  God  a  furer  refuge  find. 

The  Souls,  that  erfl:  opprefs'd  with  woe 
Have  learn  d  thy  name,   great  God,   to  know, 
Their  hope  on  thee  fliall  Itill  fuftain, 
Whom  none  has  fought,   and  fought  in  vain. 

10. 
In  Sion  God  has  fix'd  his  reft ; 
O  be  his  praife  aloud  confeft ; 
His  a6ls  through  ev'ry  clime  refound^ 
Far  as  to  earth's  extremeft  bound.    . 

1 1. 

He  from  the  proud  Oppreflbr's  hands 
The  poor  Man's  guiltlefs  blood  demands. 

And 
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And  (nor  with  unregarding  ear,) 

His  juft  complaint  from  heav'n  (hall  hear. 

12. 

O  Thou,  whofe  care  prolongs  my  breath, 
And  lifts  me  from  the  gates  of  death, 
Thy  Servant's  woes  attentive  view. 
While  impious  Men  my  fteps  purfue  : — 

So  fhall  thy  praife  employ  my  tongue, 
And  Sion's  portals  hear  my  fong, 
While  with  experienc'd  heart  I  fhew 
What  joys  from  thy  falvation  flow. 

14, 

Low  in  the  pit  for  others  made 
Th'  Artificers  of  death  are  laid, 
And,  ftruck  with  dire  amazement,  find 
Their  nets  around  themfelves  intwin'd. 

His  juftice  thus  our  God  difplays, 
And  mifchief  with  itfelf  repays 


On 
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On  thofe  who  thus  their  arts  prepare. 
And  for  the  Gulltlcfs  plant  the  fnare. 

i6. 
Behold  the  grave  its  jaws  extend, 
While  to  its  depths  the  Crouds  defcend, 
Who  dare  in  lawlefs  counfels  join, 
Forgetful  of  the  Will  divine. 

17- 
For  think  not,  O  ye  Gc^od  diflreft, 

That  in  the  all-rememb'ring  bread 

Your  woes  and  wrongs  unnotic'd  rife, 

That  virtue's  hope  for  ever  dies. 

i8. 
Up,  Lord,  nor  let  the  impious  Soul 
Build  fin  on  fin  without  controul ; 
Thy  balance,  mightieft  Judge,   afiume^ 
Pafs  on  the  Heathen  Race  their  doom. 

19. 

O  let  thy  terrors,  fcatter'd  wide, 
Corredl  them,  till  each  Son  of  Pride, 

D  By 
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By  Thee  convlnc'd,  his  weaknefs  fcan,, 
And  humbled  own  himfelf  but  Man. 

PSALM     X. 

r. 

AY,  Lord,  why  thus  thy  aiding  pow'r 
Deferts  us  in  the  needful  hour, 
Why  clouds  impervious,  round  thee  rolFd,, 
Thy  prefence  from  our  fight  withhold  ? 

2.. 

Shall  impious  Men  efcape  thy  view, 
While  thus  the  Guiltlefs  they  purfue  ?; 
O  let  them,  by  themfelves  chaftis'd,. 
The  ills  fuftain  for  him  devis'd,— 

No  longer  boaft  their  mad  defines, 

And  a6ts  which  headlong  rage  infpiresj 

Or  joyous  grafp  their  lawlefs  gain, 

And  Thee,  the  Soul's  beft  wealth,  difdain.. 


Proud 
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4- 
Proud  Wretch !    who  fhuns  o'er  nature's  facC 

The  footfteps  of  thy  care  to  trace, 

And  Thee,  th'  all-potent  Monarch,  Thee 

Denies,   who  gav'ft  himfelf  to  be. 

5- 

Behold,  while,  high  above  all  height, 
Thy  judgments.   Lord,  his  dillant  fight 
Elude,  this  Minifter  of  Woe 
Blafl  with  his  breath  each  obvious  Foe ; 

6. 

*'   See,  proof  to  each  aflault  I  ftand  : 
*'   What  Pow'r  (hall  e'er  my  fear  demand  ? 
*'   What  ill,   to  life's  remoteil  dav, 
'^  Obftru6l  the  tenour  of  mv  wav  ? 


!s'> 


7-- 
The  Sinner's  hps,  with  curfes  fraught, 

Words  ill  according  to  his  thought 

Have  utter'd,  and  beneath  his  tongue 

Lurk  fraud,  and  violence,  and  wrong. 

Da  Bc^- 
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8. 

Befide  the  folitary  v/ay, 
Intent  the  hclplefs  Poor  to  flay, 
He  waits,   and  with  mahgnant  eye 
Infidious  marks  each  Paffer  by. 

9- 

As,   couch'd  within  his  bufhy  lair, 

The  Lion  fierce  with  hideous  glare- 
Around  him  calls  his  wide  furvey. 
And  meditates  the  future  prey, — 

ro. 
So  lono-s  the  Man  of  Blood  to  fcizc 
The  Souls,   that  own  thy  jufl:  decrees  ; 
When  planted  with  fuccefsful  care^ 
His  nets  their  captive  feet  infnare  : — 

r  I . 
What,   Lord,  his  fury  fliall  withftand, 
Or  fave  them  from  the  murth'rous  Bandj 
That,  leagit'd  in  fm,   aiiifl:  his  toil, 
And  (hare  wdth  him  the  guilty  fpoil? 


a 


Shall 
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tl. 
**   Shall  heav'n's  high  Lord,"  he  cries,  ''  defcend 
*'   The  human  a6lions  to  attend  ? 
"   The  paths  by  me  at  will  purfu'd 
'^   His  memVv,   and  his  thouo-ht  eliKle." 

Rife,  mightlefl:  Lord,   and  lift  thy  hand, 
Nor  let  the  injur 'd  Poor  demand 
Thy  faving  aid  ^^  ith  frultlefs  pray'r, 
But  guard  them  by  thy  foftVing  eare. 

14. 
Why  {liquid  the  Souls,   wlio  thee  defy, 
With  impious  tongue  reproachful  crv, 
"    TIs  not  within  th'  Almighty's  plan 
"   To  fcrutinize  the  a6ls  of  Man  ?" 

P5. 
What  eyes,   like  Thine,  eternal  Sire, 
Through  Sin's  obfcurell:  depths  inquire? 
What  Judge,  like  Thee,   on  virtue's  Foes 
The  ncedfid  vengeance  can  impofe  ? 

The 
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.16. 

The  meek  Obferver  of  thy  laws 
To  Thee  commits  his  injur'd  caufe ; 
In  Thee,   each  anxious  fear  refign'd. 
The  Fatherlefs  a  Father  find. 

O,   break  the  arm  of  impious  might ; 
So  fliall  their  threats  no  more  excite 
Our  dread,   nor  thy  offended  eye 
The  triumphs  of  their  guik  defcry. 

18. 
Thine  is  the  throne  :   beneath  thy  reign. 
Immortal  King  !   tlie  Tribes  profane 
Behold  their  dreams  of  conqueft  o'er. 
And  vanifli  to  be  feen  no  more. 

19. 
Thou,  Lord,  thy  People's  wifli  can'fl:  read. 
Ere  from  their  lips  the  pray'r  proceed ; 
'Tis  Thine  their  drooping  hearts  to  rear. 
And  when  they  call  incline  thine  ear, 

Tis 
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2  0. 

'Tis  Thine  the  Orphan's  cheek  to  dry. 
The  guiklefs  Suff'rer's  caufe  to  try, 
To  rein  each  eartliborn  Tyrant's  will,. 
And  bid  the  Sons  of  Pride  be  ftilL 

P  S  A  L  M     XI. 

r. 

/^^N  God  my  fledfaft  hopes  rely  : 
^^-^   Why  urge  ye  then  my  Soul  to  fly, 
And  fwift,  on  trembling  wings  convey'd^ 
To  feek  the  mountains  cov'rlno-  (hade  ? 
See,  prompt  to  ill,   th'  infidious  Foe 
Now  couch'd  in  fecrct  bend  the  bow, 
Now  to  the  firing  adjufl  the  dart, 
That  thirfls  to  wound  the  o-uiltlefs  heart  : 
While  Juftice  mourns  her  bafe  o'erthrown. 
Say,  who  the  injur'd  caufe  fliall  own  ? 

2. 
Thou,   Lord,   that  caufe  wilt  flill  fuflain  ; 
Thou,  thron'd  amid  thv  hcav'nlv  fane, 

Shalt 
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Shalt  cafl-,   regardful,   from  on  high 
On  faff 'ring  mnocence  thhie  eye,    .  -  '  ■ 
Each  human  heart  intent  to  prove. 
And  bid  tlic  Souls  that  feek  thv  love, 
Bleft  Obje(5is  of  thy  conftant  care, 
The  fulnefs  of  thy  bounty  fhare  ; 
While  lawlefs  hands  and  hearts  impure 
Thy  v^Tath  and  ftedfaft  ha.te  endurp. 

Behold  the  light'nings  wing  their  way,, 
Behold  the  fires  vlndi6live  ilray  ; 
While  from  thy  hand  the  baleful  draught. 
With  ftorm  and  mingled  fulphur  fraught. 
In  wild  amaze  the  impious  Train 
Low  to  its  utmofi:  dregs  fnall  drain  : 
For  (jufi:  lumfelf,)  where'er  it  fliines 
To  iuiiice  God  his  love  inclines. 
Delighted  in  the  upright  mind 
His  own  refleded  beams  to  find. 


PSALM 


CO 
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r. 
HELP  me,  Lord  :'  for  none  I  fee, 
Whofe  a61s  conform  to  thy  decree ; 

Nor  truth,   nor  faith  my  fearch  can  trace 

Amid  the  Sons  of  human  Race. 

2. 

New  plans  of  fraud  each  mind  has  known, 
And  fpeaks  a  language  not  its  own  ; 
Their  lips  have  learn'd  with  fpecious  art 
To  veil  the  purpofe  of  the  heart. 

But  God,   with  vengeance  arm'd,    fliall  rife. 
The  tongue  of  flatt'ry  to  chaftife, 
And  juftice  to  the  lip  of  pride 
Its  ftroke  with  aim  unerring  guide. 

What  force,  exclaims  the  impious  Band, 
Shall  eloquence  like  ours  withftand  ? 

E  And 
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And  fay  to  whom  the  tafk  belongs 
To  fix  the  bridle  on  our  tongues. 

5- 

Enough  (th' eternal  Sire  has  cried) 
Enough  my  fuff'ring  Saints  have  figh'd, 
"  To  Me  difclos'd  their  ceafelefs  fear, 
''  And  pour'd  their  forrows  in  mine  ear. 

6. 

"   My  hand  (hall  fee  their  wrongs  redreft, 
And  foothe  to  peace  their  troubled  breaft, 
Its  faving  aid  around  them  throw, 
And  guard  them  from  th'  infulting  Foe.'* 


7- 
Pure  are  thy  words,  almighty  Lord, 

As  Silver,  that,  by  art  explor'd. 

Has  feen  the  fev'nth  tormenting  fire 

Around  th'  inclofing  vafe  afpire. 

8. 
Thy  love  thy  Servants,  Lord,  fliall  fliare, 
And,  fafe  in  thy  prote6ling  care, 

Behold 
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Behold,  unmov'd,  an  impious  Age 
Aim  at  their  hfe  its  fruitlefs  rage. 

When  Men,   by  ev'ry  crime  debas'd, 
In  feats  of  fov'reign  rule  are  placed, 
Then  wrong  and  fraud  the  Earth  o'erfpread, 
And  vice  triumphant  lifts  the  head. 

PSALM     XIII. 

I. 

T  TOW  long  fliall  I,   my  God,   in  vain, 
X  X  Preft  by  a  weight  of  griefs  complain  ? 
Say,   Ihall  I  fmk  in  deep  defpair. 
For  ever  banifli'd  from  thy  care  ? 

2. 

Condemn'd  thy  abfent  beams  to  mourn, 
Still  to  divided  counfels  turn 
My  lab'ring  thought,  and  hear  the  FoQ 
Exulting  triumph  in  my  woe  ? 

E    2  Thy 


:) 
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Thy  Suppliant's  voice  attentive  weigli. 
And  bid,   O  bid  thy  heav'nly  ray 
With  heahng  influence  o'er  me  rife, 
Ere  deatli's  dark  flumber  clofe  my  eyes. 

What  tranfport  would  my  fall  impart. 

To  each  incens'd  Oppofer's  heart, 

Who  would  his  utmoft  art  addrefs. 

The  Friend  of  Peace  and  Truth  t'  opprefs  J 

'^  Behold,"  the  hoftile  tongue  would  cry^ 

"  Beneath  my  feet  behold  him  lie, 

^'  The  Wretch,  that,  hafting  to  his  end, 

''  With  pow'r  fuperior  durfl:  contend." 

6. 
But,   wliile  their  ceafelefs  threats  I  hear. 
Thy  mercy,  Lord,   difpels  my  fear ; 
My  hopes  on  thy  Salvation  reft, 
And  fill  with  confcious  joy  my  breaft. 


Well 
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7- 
Well  pleas'd  that  mercy  to  proclaim, 

To  Thee,  inftincl  with  holy  flame, 

To  Thee  my  tongue  from  day  to  day 

Shall  meditate  the  grateful  lay. 

PSALM     XIV. 

I. 

BEHOLD  the  Fool,  whofe  heart  denies 
The  God  who  form'd  the  Earth  and  Skies. : 
While,  fearlefs,  fin's  worft  paths  he  treads, 
Mark  how  the  dire  example  fpreads. 

2. 

Of  Man's  whole  Race  not  one  w^e  find 
To  virtue's  heav'n-taught  rules  inclined. 
Who  'midfl:  infe6lious  times  has  flood 
Unftain'd,  and  obflinately  good. 

3- 

Th'  eternal  Monarch  from  on  hiorh 

Caft  on  the  Sons  of  Earth  his  eye, 

K 
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J 


If  haply  fome  he  yet  might  fee 
True  to  their  God,  from  error  free. 

4- 
He  look'd  :  but  ah  !   not  one  could  find 

To  virtue's  heav'n-taug-ht  rules  inclln'd  : 

Each,  led  from  Wifdom's  path  aftray, 

Purfues  the  tenoiir  of  his  way. 

5- 
O  fay,   what  ignorance  could  blind 

The  Souls,  who  with  remorfelefs  mind 

Prefume  my  People  to  devour, 

As  bread,  nor  own  their  Maker's  powV  1 

6. 

Yet  fee  their  thoughts  tumultuous  roll, 
See  various  terrors  fhake  their  foul ; 
For  God  amidft  the  Righteous  dwells, 
And  each  invading  Foe  repels. 

And  what  are  Ye,  who  thus  deride 
The  Souls  that  in  t^ieir  God  confide, 


With 
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With  wife  fimpliclty  of  mind 
To  his  all-juft  decrees  refign'd  ? 

8. 

Who,   mightieft  Lord,   to  IfraeFs  eyes 
Shall  bid  the  wifh'd  Salvation  rife, 
From  Sion's  hill  its  healing  ray 
Extend,   and  round  us  pour  the  day  ? 

When  Thou  thy  Captives  flialt  reftore,, 
Thy  praife  fliall  found  thro'  Judah's  fliorc, 
And  ceafelefs  fliouts,  thro'  Heav'ns  wide  frame 
Loud  echoing,  Jacob's  joy  proclaim. 

PSALM      XV. 

I. 

XT  711 0  fliall  tow'rd  thy  chofen  feaf 
^  ^      Turn  in  glad  approach  his  feet  ? 
Who  fliall  at  thine  altars  bend  ? 
Who  to  Sion's  hill  afcend  ? 
Who,  great  God,  a  welcome  Gueft, 
On  that  hallow'd  mountain  reft  ? — 

lie 
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He  wliofe  heart  thy  love  has  warm'd,. 
He  whofe  will,   to  thine  conform'd, 
Bids  his  life  unfullied  run  ; 
He  whofe  word  and  thought  are  one.. 

2. 

He  who  ne'er,  with  cruel  aim, 
Seeks  to  wound  an  honeft  fame,. 
Nor,   with  gloomy  joy  poiTefs'dj, 
Can  a  Brother's  peace  moleft, 
Or,   to  flander's  tongue  fevere, 
Stoops  with  eafy  faith  his  ear : 
Who,   from  fervile  terror  free, 
Spurns  at  thofe  who  fpurn  at  Thee^^ 
And,  to  each  who  Thee  obeys, 
Love  and  lowlieft  rev'rence  pays., 

What  he  fwears,  with  ftedfafl  will; 

To  his  lofs  he  fhall  fulfil, 

Nor  by  avaricious  loan^ 

Make  the  poor  Man's  bread  his  own ; 


Nor 
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Nor  can  bribes  his  fentence  gurde 
'Galnft  the  Guiltlefs  to  decide. 
He  who  thus,  with  heart  unftain'd, 
Treads  the  path  by  Thee  ordaiii'd, 
He,  great  God,   fhall  own  thy  care, 
And  thy  conilant  blefling  (liare. 

PSALM     XVI. 
I. 

T?  AT  HER  of  All !    my  Soul  defend  ; 
•^      On  Thee  my  ftedfafi:  hopes  depend  ; 
''  Thou,  mightieft  Lord,  and  none  befide, 
*'  Thou  art  my  God,"  my  heart  has  cried. 

2. 

In  vain,  with;  grateful  zeal,   I  burn 
Thy  boundlefs  goodncfs  to  return  ; 
In  vain  would  gifts  by  me  bcftow'd 
Augment  the  treafures  of  my  God. 

3- 
Yet  fhair  my  love  on  all  defcend, 

Whofe  Souls  to  thy  decrees  attend, 

F  My 
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My  heart's  defire  to  each  incKne, 
Whofe  fainthke  virtue  marks  him  thine. 

The  Wretch,  wlio  madly  ft^ays  from  Thee, 
And  bows  to  Gods  mifcalFd  the  knee, 
Shall  find  new  forrows  round  him  roll 
And  whelm  in  dread  his  confcious  Soul. 

5- 

Be  Witnefs  to  my  guilty  if  e'er 
Their  draughts  of  offer'd  blood  I  fliare, 
If,  while  thy  breath  my  life  fuftains, 
Their  name  my  hallow'd  lip  profanes. 

6. 
Thee,  Lord,  my  patrimony,  Thee 
The  portion  of  my  cup  I  fee  : 
Thy  care  my  envied  lot  fecures, 
i^nd  life's  bell  gifts  around  me  pours. 

Thee  let  me  blefs,  the  faithful  Guide, 
Whofe  counfels  o'er  my  life  prefide, 


And 
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And  Wifdom  to  my  wakeful  bread 
At  midnight's  filent  hour  fuggcfL 

8. 

In  all  my  ad^s,   in  each  intent, 
Thee  to  my  Soul  my  thoughts  prefent, 
Whofe  fure  defence  my  gate  has  barr'd, 
And  planted  on  my  right  a  guard. 

For  this  my  heart,  for  this  my  tongue^ 
Shall  meditate  the  joyful  fong  ; 
Plope  e'en  In  death  fliall  be  my  Gueffc 
And  fniooth  the  pillow  of  my  reft. 

10. 

Thou  from  the  grave  my  Soul  flialt  free^ 
Nor  leave  thy  Holy  One  to  fee 
Corruption's  pow'r  : — before  my  eyes 
The  op'ning  paths  of  life  fhall  rife  ; — 

1 1. 

Thofe  paths  that  to  thy  prefence  bear  ; 
For  plenitude  of  bllfs  Is  there, 

F  2  And 
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And  pleafures,   Lord,  unmlx'd  with  woe, 
At  thy  right  hand  for  ever  flow, 

PSALM    xvir. 

I, 

^  I  ^O  Thee,  the  Judge  inthron'd  on  high, 

-^     Shall  injur'd  innocence  apply  : 
O  let  my  pray'r  by  Thee  be  heard. 
From  midiffembhng  lips  prefer'd  ; 
O  let  my  doom  from  Thee  proceed, 
And  gracious  mark  the  upright  deed. 

2. 

When  night's  dark  fliades  were  round  me  pour'd. 

Thy  thoughts  my  Spirit  have  explor'd ; 

Say,  to  thy  all-difcerning  eyes 

If  aught  of  guilt  within  me  rife. 

If  offer'd  violence  and  wrong 

Have  urg'd  to  fin  my  thoughtlefs  tongue. 

3- 
Taught  by  thy  w^ord,  my  fledfafl:  mind 
Has  each  nefarious  path  dechn'd ; 

O  ftill 
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O  illU  my  Guardian,   ftill  my  Guide, 
Forbid  my  wav'ring  feet  to  Aide  ;  , 

To  Thee  (for  thou  the  pray'r  canfi:  hear,) 
To  Thee  my  fupphant  voice  I  rear ! 

C>  treat  mc  not  with  cold  difdain, 

Nor  let  my  vows  return  in  vain  : 

Do  thou,   whofe  hand  th'  Oppreflbr  quells. 

And  each  Invading  Pow'r  repels 

From  him,  whofe  hopes  on  Thee  repofe. 

To  me  thy  w^ondrous  grace  difclofe. 

5- 
What  care  the  pupil  of  the  eye 

Demands,   that  care  to  me  apply  ; 

Let  thy  prevailing  beams  difpel 

The  clouds  of  grief  that  o'er  me  dwell, 

*'  And  keep,   O  keep  me.   King  of  Kings, 

*'  Beneath  thy  own  almighty  wijigs." 

6. 

Rich  In  my  fpoils,  with  murth'rous  hate 
A  pamper 'd  Croud  around  me  wait ; 

Thelr» 
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Their  heart,   with  impious  fury  ftung, 
To  mad  •prefumption  prompts  their  tongue,, 
pride  on  their  neck  its  chain  has  bound, 
And  violence  invefts  them  round. 

With  watchful  look  they  mark  my  way^^ 
As  lurks,   expe^lant  of  the  prey, 
The  Lion,   or  his  tawny  Brood, 
To  rapine  born,  and  nurs'd  in  blood  ;. 
Rife,   Lord,   and  let  me,  by  thy  aid 
Preferv'd,  their  threatening  jaw^s  evade. 

8. 

With  fword  unflieath'd,   and  lifted  hand, 

Preventive  crufh  the  lawlefs  Band, 

Whofe  days,  with  life's  full  bleffings  fraught,. 

To  Earth's  low  fcene  confine  their  thought ; 

Whofe  eyes  a  num'rous  Race  behold. 

To  heir  their  heaps  of  treafur'd  gold. 

Far  other  blifs  my  Soul  fhall  own, 
A  blifs  to  guilty  minds  unknown  : 

O !  when, 
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O  !   when,   awaken'd  by  thy  care, 
Thy  face  I  view,   thy  image  bear. 
How  fliall  my  breafl  with  tranfport  glow, 
What  full  delight  my  heart  overflow  1 

P  S  A  L  M     XVIII. 

I. 

BLEST  Objed  of  my  Soul's  defire, 
To  Thee  my  grateful  thoughts  afpirc  : 
On  Thee  my  ftedfaft  hope  I  build ; 
My  God,  my  Reft,  my  Rock,  my  Shield, 

2. 

The  Strength  of  my  Salvation  Thee, 
And  Tow'r  of  fure  defence,  I  fee  ;  .^         \ 

Prote6led  by  thy  powVful  arm,  ^ 

No  danger  can  my  Soul  alarm. 

3- 

What  Foe  fliall  e'er  my  terror  raife, 

While  thus  I  pay  my  debt  of  praife. 

And,  as  the  doubtful  field  I  tread, 

To  God  my  fupphant  hands  outfpread  ? 

Woes 
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4- 
Woes  heap'd  on  woes  my  heart  deplor'^d',, 

While  fin's  tumuUuous  torrents  roar'd, 

And,  fpreading  wide  before  my  view, 

Their  gloomy  horrors  round  me  threw. 

The  fepukhre's  extended  hands 
Had  wrapt  me  in  its  ftrongeft  bands'. 
And  death,   infulting,   o'er  my  head 
Th'  inextricable  toils  had  fpread; 

6. 

My  words,   as  griev'd  to  God  I  pray, 
Wing  to  his  heavenly  fane  their  way. 
Through  adverfe  clouds  their  paffage  clear^ 
Nor  unaccepted  reach  his  ear. 

7- 
With  ftrong  convulfions  groan'd  the  ground,- 

The  hills,  with  waving  forefts  crown'd, 

Loos'd  from  their  bafe,  their  fummits  nod,. 

And  own  the  prefence  of  their  God^. 


Col- 
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8. 

Colle6led  clouds  of  wreathing  fmoke 
Forth  from  his  angry  noftrils  broke, 
And  orbs  of  fire,  with  dreadful  glare, 
Rufli'd  onward  through  the  glowing  air. 

Incumbent  on  the  bending  fky 
The  Lord  defcended  from  on  high, 
And  bade  the  darknefs  of  the  pole 
Beneath  his  feet  tremendous  roll. 

ID. 

God  to  his  car  the  Cherub  join'd. 
And  on  the  wings  of  mightieft  wind. 
As  down  to  earth  his  journey  lay, 
Refiftlefs  urged  his  rapid  way. 

1 1. 

Thick-woven  clouds  around  him  clos'd, 
His  fecret  refidence  compos'd. 
And  waters,  high  fufpended,  fpread 
Their  dark  pavilion  o'er  his  head. 

G  In 
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12. 

In  vain  relu61ant  to  the  blaze, 
That  previous  pour'd  its  ftreaming  rays. 
As  on  he  moves,  the  clouds  retire, 
DiiTolv'd  in  hail,   and  rufhing  fire. 

His  voice  th'  almighty  Monarch  reared, 
Thro'  Heav'n's  high  vault  in  thunders  heard,. 
And  down  in  fiercer  confli6l  came 
The  hailftones  dire  and  mingled  flame. 

With  aim  dire6l  his  fhafts  w^ere  fped^ 
In  vain  his  Foes  before  them  fled ; 
Now  here,   now  there  his  light'nings  fliray. 
And  fure  deftrudtion  marks  their  way, 

15. 

Earth's  bafis  open  to  the  eye, 

And  ocean's  fprings,   were  feen  to  liC; 

As,   chiding  loud,  his  fury  paft, 

And  o'er  them  breath'd  the  dreadful  blafl:. 

God 
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l6. 

God  in  my  refcue  from  the  fklcs 
His  arm  extends,  and  bids  me  rife 
Emergent  from  the  flood  profound, 
Whofe  waves  my  ftruggling  Soul  furround. 

17- 
His  hand  my  ftrongefl  Foes  repelFd, 

Their  force  by  force  fuperior  quelFd, 

And  I,   unequal  to  the  fight, 

Ev'n  I  have  triumph'd  in  his  might, 

i8. 

Opprefs'd  with  languor,   grief,   and  pain, 
Ere  yet  my  nerves  their  ftrength  regain. 
His  fierce  aflault  th'  Invader  gave ; 
But  thou  wert  prefent.  Lord,  to  fave, 

19. 

My  fpacious  path  by  Thee  outfpread, 
With  courfe  fecure  behold  me  tread ; 
From  Thee,  w^hen  terrors  clos'd  me  round, 
My  Soul  its  fulleft  fuccour  found. 

G  2  Bleft 
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20. 
Bleft  in  the  favour  of  my  God, 
I  fpeak  the  grace  on  all  beftow'd, 
Who  guiltlefs  hands  to  him  can  raife, 
And  offer  unpolluted  praife. 

21. 
His  precepts,  jfix'd  before  my  view, 
My  thoughts  with  ftedfafl:  aim  purfue. 
Nor  error's  cloud,  nor  arts  of  fin 
My  Soul  from  his  obedience  win. 

22. 
Thou  feeft,   eternal  Judge,  my  breaft 
Each  taint  of  inward  guilt  deteft ; 
Thine  eye  my  innocence  furveys, 
Thy  pow'r  with  fulleft  blifs  repays. 

Thy  ways  to  ours  conform  :    in  Thee 
The  Holy  fhall  the  Holy  fee, 
The  Pure  the  Pure  ;    the  perfe6l  Mind 
In  Thee  perfe6tion's  felf  fhall  find. 


Their 
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24. 
Their  arts  the  Men  of  frovvard  turn 
Surpafs'd  by  deeper  art  fhall  mourn, 
While  they  their  pow'rs  with  effort  vain 
Unite  againfl  the  pious  Train. 

By  Thee  their  Guardian,   ever  nigh. 
The  Poor  are  fav'd ;    the  haughty  Eye, 
Chaflis'd  by  thy  affli6fing  ftroke. 
Bends  to  the  earth  its  humbled  look. 

26. 
While  night's  thick  ihades  around  me  ftand. 
My  lamp,   illumin'd  by  thy  hand. 
Pours  through  the  gloom  its  fteady  ray, 
And  turns  my  darknefs  into  day. 

27. 
My  arm,  if  Thou  thine  aid  fupply, 
Shall  bid  whole  Hofts  before  me  fly ; 
My  feet,   if  Thou  my  finews  ftring, 
High  o*er  the  wall  exulting  fpring. 

Au- 
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28. 
Author  of  Good  !    nor  fin,  nor  guile 
The  purenefs  of  thy  path  defile ; 
On  thy  tried  word  who  build  their  trufl:, 
Shall  find  their  confidence  was  juft, 

29. 

What  God  but  Thee  fliall  Ifrael  know. 
Or  who,   O  who  can  fave  but  Thou  ? 
'  Tis  God  that  arms  me  for  the  fight, 
'  Tis  God  that  girds  my  Soul  with  Might. 

30. 
Upheld  by  him,   in  air  fublime. 
Swift  as  the  hind,   the  rock  I  climb. 
Girded  with  ftrength,  there  fix  my  fland. 
Safe  from  each  proud  Invader's  hand. 

By  him  inform'd,  with  fur  eft  art 
My  hands  dire6l  the  pointed  dart, 
And  forceful  break  the  fleely  bow. 
New  wrefted  from  the  ftruggling  Foe, 

Thou, 
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32. 
Thou,  mightleft  Lordi  hafi:  o'er  my  head 

The  fhield  of  thy  Sah  ation  fpread  ; 

Thee  its  defence,  my  Soul  has  found, 

And  gratefully  thy  fuccour  own'd. 

33- 
By  thy  right  hand  I  walk'd  upheld, 

Great  in  thy  mercy  trod  the  field 

With  ftep  enlarg'd,   and,   Thou  my  Guide, 

Nor  fear'd  to  fall,   nor  knew  to  Hide. 

34- 
With  fierce  purfuit  my  Foes  I  prefs'd^ 

Beheld  my  fpear  their  flight  arreft, 

Nor  bade  my  fword  its  fury  ftay, 

Till  proftrate  on  the  earth  they  lay. 

35- 
My  Foes,  beneath  my  feet  overthrown, 

The  terrors  of  my  hand  have  known, 

They  bow'd,   they  fell,   diftain'd  with  gore  ; 

They  bow'd,  they  fell,  and  rofe  no  more. 

■  BIcll 
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36. 

Bleft  Lord !   'Twas  thy  refiftlefs  powV, 
That  arm'd  me  for  the  dreadful  hour, 
Their  backs  expos'd  to  many  a  wound, 
And  ftretch'd  them  breathlefs  on  the  ground. 


07. 


o 

Aloud,  opprefs'd  with  horror,  cried 

The  rebel  Throng  ;    but  none  replied  : 
To  God  they  call ;    but  God  their  pray'r. 
Abhorrent,   fcatters  to  the  air. 

38. 

Behold  their  Troops  before  me  chas'd, 
As  duft  before  the  driving  blaft. 
And  trampled,  as  the  yielding  clay, 
Extended  o'er  the  beaten  way. 

39- 
When  fa6lious  Crouds  againfl:  me  rofe, 

How  prompt  thy  hand  to  interpofe ! 

O'er  Realms,  that  have  but  heard  my  Name, 

Through  Thee  the  juft  command  I  claim. 

The 


PSALM     XVin.  57 

40. 
The  Tribes,   that  from  their  God  eftrang'd, 
Through  chmes  to  me  unknown  had  rang'd, 
With  flatt'ring  hp  their  homage  pay, 
And  trembhng  own  a  foreign  fway. 

41. 
In  vain  they  feek  themfelves  to  hide 
In  walls  and  forts,   their  ftrength  and  pride, 
Each  dreads  my  vengeance  to  fuftain. 
Nor  walls,   nor  forts  their  fears  reftrain. 

42.  ■ 
Bleft  be  the  living  God,   whofe  aid, 
When  impious  Foes  my  peace  invade. 
Their  rage  inftru61s  me  to  decline, 
And  makes  his  wifh'd  falvation  mine. 

43- 

His  pow'r  inflidts  th'  avenging  ftrokc, 

And  bends  the  Nations  to  my  yoke, 
Each  force,  that  durft  my  reign  conteft, 
By  his  refifllefs  ftrength  fupprefs'd, 

H  for 


5§  P  S  A  L  M    XIX. 

44. 
For  this,   thy  pow'r  my  fong  (hall  clalm^ 
And  diftant  Regions  hear  thy  fame, 
Whofe  hands  thy  David  to  the  throne 
Have  raifed ;  whofe  oil  his  temples  ow^n.. 

45- 
Profperity  and  fair  fuccefs 

His  counfels  and  his  arms  (hall  blefs^ 

Thy  love  on  Him  and  on  his  Line 

With  imextinguifli'd  luftre  fhine.. 

PSALM    XIX. 

Ir. 

/^  O  D  the  heav'ns  aloud  proclaim 
^^^    Through  their  wide  extended  frame,^ 
And  the  firmament  each  hour 
Speaks  the  wonders  of  his  pow'r. 

2. 

Day  to  the  fucceeding  day 
Joys  the  notice  to  convey. 

And 
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And  the  nights,  in  ceafelefs  round, 
Each  to  each  repeat  the  found. 

Prompt,  without  or  fpeech  or  tongue, 
In  his  praife  to  form  the  fong, 
To  the  Lord  they  raife  the  theme, 
Who  of  Gods  is  God  fupreme, 

Pleas'd  to  hear  their  voice  extend 
Far  as  to  her  utmoft  end. 
Earth  the  heav'n-taught  knowledge  boafts 
Through  her  many  languag'd  Coafts  ;— 

While  the  Sun  above  her  head 
Sees  his  tabernacle  fpread, 
And,  from  out  his  chamber  bright, 
Like  a  bridegroom,  fprings  to  fight. 

6. 

See  him,  with  gigantic  pace, 
Joyous  run  his  deftin'd  race, 

H  2  See 
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See  him,   ev'ry  breafl:  to  chear, 

Pafs  through  Heav'n  m  fwift  career  ;— 

Now,   to  fartheft  Regions  borne, 
Onward  fpeed,   and  now  return, 
And  to  all,   with  welcome  ray, 
Life  and  genial  warmth  convey. 

8. 
Warmth  and  life  each  thankful  Heart 
Feels  thy  law,   great  God,   impart ; 
Clear  from  every  fpot  it  fhines, 
And  the  guilt-ftain'd  thought  refines. 

Truth's  firm  bafe  its  frame  upholds, 
While  it  myfteries  unfolds. 
Which  the  childlike  mind  explores. 
And  to  heav'nly  fcience  foars. 

I  o. 
Preft  with  forrows,   doubts,  and  fears, 
What  like  this  the  Spirit  chears^ 


Stor'd 
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Stor'd  with  rules,  that  (hall  fuggeft 
Lafting  joy  to  evVy  breaft  ? 

1 1. 

What  fo  perfe6l,  what  fo  pure  ? 
What  to  reafon's  eye  obfcure 
Can  fuch  w^ond'rous  Hght  afford 
As  the  didtates  of  thy  word  I 

12. 

Where  thy  fear  its  fruit  matures, 
(Fruit,  that  endlefs  years  endures) 
There  the  mind,   with  ftedfafi:  truft. 
Owns  thy  ftatutes  wife,   and  juft. 

Nor  can  gold  fuch  worth  acquire 
From  the  fev'nth  exploring  fire, 
Nor  the  labour  of  the  bees 
E'er  in  fweetnefs  vie  wdth  thefe. 

14. 
Taught  by  them,  thy  Servant's  breaft 
Joys  the  bleftings  to  atteft, 


Heap'd 
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I  leaped  on  thofe,  whofe  hearts  fincerc 
Learn  thy  precepts  to  revere. 

Beft  Inflru6tor,  from  thy  ways 
Who  can  tell  how  oft  he  ftrays  ? 
Save  from  error's  growth  my  mind, 
Leave  not,  Lord,  one  root  behind. 

i6. 

Purge  me  from  the  guilt,  that  lies 
Wrapt  within  my  heart's  difguife  ; 
Let  me  thence,  by  Thee  renew'd, 
Each  prefumptuous  iin  exclude  : — 

So  my  lot  fhall  ne'er  be  join'd 
With  the  Men,  whofe  impious  mind 
Fearlefs  of  thy  jufl  command, 
Braves  the  vengeance  of  thy  hand. 

i8. 
Let  my  tongue,  from  error  free, 
Speak  the  words  approv'd  by  Thee ; 


To 
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To  thy  all-obferving  eyes 
Let  my  thoughts  accepted  rife. 

19. 
While  I  thus  thy  name  adore, 
And  thy  heahng  grace  implore, 
Bleft  Redeemer,  bow  thine  car, 
God,  my  ftrength,  propitious  hear. 


PSALM     XX. 

I. 

Ty  yfAY  he,  whom  Heav'n,  and  Earth  obey, 
•^^ ^  Regard  Thee  in  the  dreadful  day, 
May  Jacob's  Lord  above  thy  head 
His  own  vidorious  banner  fpread. 

2. 

May  he  from  out  his  hallow'd  (hrine 
Reach  to  thy  aid  the  hand  divine, 
And  ftrength  into  thy  Soul  inftill 
From  beauteous  Sion's  favoured  hill. 


There 
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3- 

There  may  thy  incenfe  to  the  fkies 

In  fweet  memorial  ever  rife  ; 
Thy  vi6tims  there  in  fmoke  afpire, 
Toiich'd  by  his  own  celeftial  fire. 

May  he  thy  ev'ry  thought  approve. 
May  he  indulgent  from  above 
His  wonted  benefits  impart, 
And  grant  the  wifhes  of  thine  heart. 

5- 
May  he  in  dangers  intervene. 

While  we,  his  great  Salvation  feen, 

Aflift  thy  joy,  thy  triumph  fhare, 

And  blefs  the  God,  who  hears  thy  pray'r. 

6. 
I  fee,  I  fee  th'  Almighty  flied 
His  bleflings  on  th'  anointed  head, 
Attentive  from  his  holy  Heav'n 
Prote6l  the  crown  himfelf  has  giv'n. 


I  fee 
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I  fee  th'  Almighty  to  thy  Foes 
His  all  fubduing  ftrength  oppofe, 
And,   cloth'd  whh  mercy,   reach  his  hand 
To  fave  Thee  from  the  impious  Band.. 

8. 
Thefe  iirore  to  fight  the  rattlinor  car. 
And  thofe  the  fiery  fteed  prepare, 
Un envied  both  by  us,   who  fee 
Our  fure  defence,  great  God,  in  Thee. 

Driv'n  by  fuperlor  force  they  fly, 
Or,  fall'n,  in  heaps  promifcuous  He, 
While  we  our  heads  exulting  raife, 
And  fing  our  great  Deliv'rer's  praife. 

ID. 

O,  when  we  praife,  and  when  we  pray, 
Do  Thou,  whom  Heav'n  and  Earth  obey, 
Accept  the  praife,  confirm  the  pray'r, 
And  make  our  fafety  ftill  thy  care. 

I  PSALM 


^(f 
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I. 

T)Y  thy  unwearied  ftrength  upheld, 
•*-^  To  Thee  the  Khig  his  thanks  fliall  yieldj 
And,   taught  by  bleft  experience,  know 
What  joys  from  thy  Salvation  flow. 

2. 

Thy  cares  his  heart's  defire  complete  ; 
His  pray'r  from  thy  eternal  feat, 
As  low  to  Thee  his  knees  he  bends, 
In  full  acceptance  back  defcends. 

Thou,  Lord,  preventive  of  his  want. 
The  bleffings  of  thy  love  wilt  grant, 
And  bid  the  golden  circlet  fpread 
Its  purefl  fplendors  round  his  head. 

4- 
He  afk'd  Thee  life,  and  finds  it  giv'n, 

Life,  lafting  as  the  days  of  Heav'n  \ 


The 
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The  conquefts,  which  thy  hands  beftow, 
With  grace  and  glory  bind  his  brow. 

5- 

He,   crown'd  with  bhfs  perpetual,  he 
Thy  face  in  full  difplay  (hall  fee, 
And  (for  on  Thee  his  hopes  rely,) 
Unmov'd  each  adverfe  fhock  defy. 

6. 
Thy  hand  fhall  find  each  latent  Foe, 
And  vengeful  ftrike  th'  unerring  blow, 
Mark  as  their  crimes  for  juftice  call, 
And  teach  thy  terrors  where  to  fall. 

7- 
Fierce  as  the  kindled  furnace  glows, 

Whofe  fides  the  crackling  thorns  inclofe, 

Thy  wrath  its  flames  fhall  round  them  pour, 

And  quick  their  boaftcd  ftrength  devour. 

8. 

Their  fruit  a  lucklefs  Progeny, 
Uprooted  from  the  ground  (hall  die, 

I  2  And 
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And  Earth  their  Tribe  no  more  behold 
Amidft  her  FamiHes  inroll'd. 

In  vain  each  hoftile  art  they  try ; 
Behold,   as  trembling  back  they  fly, 
Thy  fhafts,  adjuflied  to  the  firing, 
Impatient  wait  upon  the  wing. 

10. 

Maker  of  all,  through  earth  and  (kies 
O  let  thy  pow'r  confpicuous  rife, 
And  furnifli  to  our  grateful  lays 
A  theme  of  everlafting  praife. 

PSALM     XXII. 

I. 

Ti  /FY  God,  my  God,   O  tell  me,  why 
-^^  -^  Unheeded  ftill  afcends  my  cry, 
Why  thus  from  my  afflicted  heart 
Thy  prefence  and  thy  health  depart. 


Eternal 
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2. 

Eternal  Lord,  throughout  the  day 
With  fruitlefs  plaint  to  Thee  I  pray  ; 
Nor  fleeps  the  anguifh  of  my  Soul, 
When  night's  dark  fliades  involve  the  pole. 

3- 

Yet  unimpeach'd  thy  faith  appears, 

Thy  fan6lity  my  heart  reveres, 

O  Thou,  to  whom  in  homage  join 

The  Sons  of  Jacob's  chofen  line. 

Thee,  Lord,   our  Sires  their  flrength  confefl:, 
And  found  Thee,   as  their  ftedfaft  breaft 
To  Thee  its  full  affiance  gave, 
Nor  flow  to  hear,   nor  w^eak  to  fave. 

5- 

Lord,  what  am  I  ?    a  Man  in  form, 

Yet  Brother  to  the  trampled  Worm  ; 
An  Outcaft  from  the  human  Kind, 
To  fierce  derifion's  rage  confign'd. 

They 
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6. 

They  fliake  the  head,  they  fhout,  they  gaze ; 
Each  eye,   each  hp,   contempt  betrays  : 
"   On  God,"  they  cry,   "  thy  hope  was  flaid ; 
"  Be  God,   if  his  thou  art,  thy  aid." 

Thine,  mightieft  Father,  thine  I  am ; 
By  Thee  from  out  the  womb  I  came, 
From  Thee  my  ev'ry  comfort  fprung, 
While  yet  upon  the  breafi:  I  hung. 

8. 
Hail,  from  my  birth  and  to  my  end 
My  God,  my  Guardian,   and  my  Friend  ; 
O  hafte,   thy  needful  help  beftow. 
And  fave  me  from  th'  invading  Foe. 

O  view  me  not  with  diftant  eye, 
While  various  griefs  await  me  nigh ; 
Thy  aid  withheld,   what  friendly  Pow'r 
Shall  (hield  me  in  the  dangVous  hour  ? 


Se( 
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10. 
See  Bafan's  Bulls  around  me  roar, 
Nor  ra^e  the  famifh'd  Lions  more, 
When  nightly  through  the  flarlefs  gloom 
Along  the  howling  wild  they  roam. 

I  I. 
My  frame,   disjoin'd,   in  fwlft  decay 
Waftes  like  the  running  ftream  aw^ay ; 
My  heart  in  groans  its  grief  proclaims. 
And  melts,  as  w^ax  before  the  flames. 

12. 

Fafl:  to  my  jaws  my  tongue  is  chain'd, 
My  flefh  its  vital  moifture  drain'd, 
While,   Lord,   thy  chaflifement  it  bears, 
Dry  as  the  clayform'd  vafe  appears  :— 

Yet,  patient  ftill  of  ev'ry  pain 
Unerring  wifdom  can  ordain, 
I  wait  till  Thou  refume  my  breath, 
And  lodge  me  in  the  dufl:  of  Death. 

Ahof. 
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14. 

A  hoftile  Throng,   who  Thee  defpife, 
Dogs  fierce  of  kind,  againfl:  me  rife ; 
And,   while  faft-ifiliing  ftreams  the  gore, 
My  hands  and  feet  relentlefs  bore. 

My  ftarting  bones  to  ev'ry  eye 
Expos'd,   O  ye  that,   palling  by, 
In  wonder,   not  in  pity  join, 
O  fay,   was  ever  grief  Hke  mine  ? 

16. 
My  raiment  each  with  each  divides, 
My  vefture,   as  the  lot  decides, 
Becomes  fome  new  PoflefTor's  fpoil. 
The  prize  that  crowns  his  impious  toil. 

My  God,  my  ftrength,   recede  not  far. 
But  hafte,   and  make  my  Soul  thy  care. 
My  Soul,   purfu'd  by  hoftile  hate, 
Afflicled,  helplefs,  defolate. 


My 
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i8. 
My  God,   for  thou  their  rage  haft  feen, 
With  timeUeft  fuccour  intervene, 
And  turn  th'  impending  fwords  away. 
Nor  yield  me  to  the  Dog  a  prey. 

19. 
The  foaming  Lion's  wrath  afliiage, 
Nor  let  the  Oryx,   in  his  rage, 
With  headlong  force  againft  me  borne, 
Aim  at  my  life  the  pointed  horn. 

20. 
So  will  I  joy  thy  honoured  name 
Amidft  my  Brethren  to  proclaim, 
And  gath'ring  Crouds  fhall  hear  my  tongue 
Thus  to  my  God  awake  the  fong. 

21.. 

''   Exalt,  ye  Saints,   the  powV  divine, 
"   Exalt  him,   all  of  Jacob's  line, 
"   And  let  each  Tribe  with  duteous  fear 
"  His  boundlefs  Majefty  revere. 

K  «  Tis 
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22. 

^'  'Tis  not  in  him,  with  cold  difdain 

''  To  hear  the  helplefs  Poor  complain  ; 

''  He  kindly  fees  their  wrongs  redreft, 

"  And  fooths  to  peace  their  troubled  breaft, 

23- 
*'   He,   nor  with  unrelenting  eye 

"   Each  falling  tear,   each  heaving  figh 

'^   Regards,  attentive  to  perceive 

"   Their  wants,  and  faithful  to  relieve." 

24. 
Such  ftrains  thy  mercy  (hall  infpire,. 
While  in  the  full  aflembled  choir 
To  Thee  the  votive  fong  I  raife, 
And  thankful  pay  my  debt  of  praife. 

To  you,  ye  humble,  meek,  and  good, 
Who  afk  from  Ifrael's  Lord  your  food. 
His  hand  indulgent  from  on  high 
Shall  yield  at  full  the  wifh'd  fupply. 


Who 
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26. 
Who  feek  like  you  their  God,  Hkc  you 
To  him  their  pralfes  (hall  renew, 
Whofe  love  immortal  life  imparts. 
And  fvvells  with  joy  their  confcious  hearts. 

27. 
Maker  of  all !    through  ev'ry  land 
Thy  deeds  in  full  record  fliall  ftand, 
And  farthefl:  Reahiis  converted  join 
In  homage  to  the  Name  divine. 

28. 
Kings  fliall  in  Thee  their  mightier  greet, 
And  lay  their  fceptres  at  thy  feet ; 
(Thy  grace  by  facriflce  implor'd,) 
Earth's  Tribes  fliall  fpread  the  feftal  board. 

29. 

And  all  Mankind,   whofe  mortal  frame 
Th'  infatiate  grave  prepares  to  claim. 
Thy  pow'r,   immortal  Judge,   fliall  own, 
And  proftrate  kneel  before  thy  throne. 

K  2  See, 


76  PSALM     XXIII. 

See,   while  by  Thee  redeem'd  I  hve, 
A  Race  from  me  their  birth  derive, 
A  Race  by  jufl:  pofleffion  Thine, 
Whofe  hearts  infpir'd,   to  truth  incHne 

Whofe  tongue  thy  glory  fhall  difplay, 
Infl:ru6l  the  World  thy  will  t'  obey, 
And  bid  thy  righteous  a6ls  engage. 
The  wonder  of  the  future  age. 

PSALM     XXIII. 

I. 

T     O,  my  Shepherd's  hand  divine  I 
-■^-^  Want  fhall  never  more  be  mine  ; 
In  a  pafture  fair  and  large 
He  fhall  feed  his  happy  Charge, 
And  my  couch  with  tend'reft  care 
Midfl  the  fpringing  grafs  prepiire  ;■ 


JA 


When 
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When  I  faint  with  fummer's  heat, 
He  fhall  lead  my  weary  feet 
To  the  ftreams  that  ftill  and  flow 
Through  the  verdant  meadow  flow. 

2. 

He  my  Soul  anew  fliall  frame, 
And  his  mercy  to  proclaim, 
When  through  devious  paths  I  flray, 
Teach  my  fteps  the  better  way  ; 
Though  the  dreary  vale  I  tread 
By  the  fliades  of  death  o'erfprcad, 
There  I  walk  from  terror  free,. 
While  my  ev'ry  wifli  I  fee 
By  thy  rod  and  ftaff  fupplled. 
This  my  guard,   and  that  my  guide. 

3- 

While  my  Foes  are  gazing  on. 

Thou  thy  fav'ring  care  haft  fhewn ; 
Thou  my  plenteous  board  haft  fpread, 
Thou  with  oil  refrefh'd  my  head  ; 

Fiird 
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Fill'd  by  Thee  my  cup  o'erflows, 
For  thy  love  no  hmit  knows ; 
Conftant,   to  my  lateft  end 
This  my  footfteps  fliall  attend, 
And  fhall  bid  thy  hallow'd  dome 
Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 

PSALM     XXIV. 

I. 
"jn^ARTH,  big  with  empires,   to  thy  ;*eign 
-*"^  Submits,   great  God,   its  wide  domain ; 
Whate'er  this  Orb's  vaft  bounds  confine, 
By  juft  polTeffion,  Lord,  is  Thine. 

2. 

That  Orb  amid  the  watry  wafte 
Thy  hands,  befl:  Archite6l,  have  plac'd, 
And  bid  th'  unfathomable  deep 
Beneath  its  firm  foundations  fleep. 


Lord, 
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3- 
Lord,   who  (hall  to  thy  hill  afcend  ? 

Who  fuppllant  at  thine  altars  bend, 

There  joyful  find  a  fure  abode, 

And  own  the  prefence  of  their  God  ? 

4- 
Whofe  hands  and  heart  from  guilt  are  free, 

Who  ne'er  to  idols  bow'd  the  knee, 

Nor,   ftudious  of  deceit,   would  try 

By  oaths  to  confecrate  a  lie. 

5- 

On  fuch  th'  Almighty  from  above 
Shall  heap  the  blcffings  of  his  love, 
And,   purg'd  from  fin's  tranfmiilive  ftain, 
Admit  them  to  his  facred  fane. 

6. 

Such  only  form  the  chofen  choir, 
Whofe  feet,  with  hcens'd  ftep,  afpire 
To  vifit  Sion's  bleft  abode  ; 
Who  feek  the  face  of  Jacob's  God. 

Lift, 
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7-     • 
Lift,  lift  your  heads,   each  hallow'd  gate, 

Aloft,   with  fudden  fpring,   your  weight, 

Ye  everlafting  portals,   rear ; 

Behold  the  King  of  Glory  near  ! 

8- 

And  who  this  King  of  Glory  ?    fay  : 
That  Lord  who  bears  th'  eternal  fway ; 
Who,   cloth'd  with  ftrength,  to  war  defcends, 
And  conqueft  on  his  fword  attends. 

9- 
Lift,  lift  your  heads,   each  hallow^'d  gate, 

Aloft,   with  fudden  fpring,   your  weight, 

Ye  everlafting  portals,  rear  ; 

Behold  the  King  of  Glory  near  1 

10. 

And  who  this  King  of  Glory  ?    fay : 

The  God,   whom  Heav'n's  high  Hofts  obey ; 

In  him  that  King  of  Glory  view, 

And  yield  to  him  that  homage  due. 

PSALM 
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PSALM     XXV. 

I. 

'T^  O  Thee,  great  God,  my  Soul  fhall  rife, 

-^     On  Thee  my  ftedfaft  mind  relics ; 
O  fave  me,   Lord,  from  (hame  and  woe, 
And  blafi:  the  triumphs  of  my  Foe. 

2. 

Nor  fhame,   nor  woe  the  heart  attends, 
Whofe  truft  on  Jacob's  God  depends ; 
But  grief,   confufion,   doubt,   and  fear 
The  Souls,   that  raftily  fin,   fhall  tear. 

Thy  paths,  blefl:  fource  of  Light,  difplay, 
And  'teach  my  doubting  fteps  thy  way  ; 
God  of  my  health,  from  morn  to  eve 
In  Thee  my  hopes  have  learn'd  to  live. 

O  lead  me  in  thy  truth,  and  ftore 
My  heart  with  thy  celeftlal  lore ; 

L  Thy 
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Thy  mercy,  Lord,  recal  to  mind, 

Whofe  beams  from  earlieft  age  have  fliln'd* 

5- 
O  let  oblivion's  thickeft  veil 

Th'  offences  of  my  youth  conceal, 

That  I  v^ith  them  my  lot  may  bear, 

Whofe  Souls  thy  kind  remembrance  fhare. 

6. 
Good,   Lord,   and  jufi:  art  Thou ;    thy  love 
Returning  Sinners  joy  to  prove,, 
And,   led  by  thy  aufpicious  ray, 
Corre6l  the  error  of  their  way. 

7- 
In  Thee  fhall  each  of  humble  mind 

The  Friend,  and  fure  Inftrudor  find ; 

And  each,  whofe  truft  on  Thee  is  plac'dj. 

Shall  happinefs  perpetual  tafle. 

8. 

Thus,   while  the  didtates  of  thy  law, 
His  thoughts  to  full  obedience  awe, 

With 
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With  joy  thy  paths  the  Juft  (hall  tread, 
By  mercy  and  by  truth  outfpread. 

Thy  wonted  pity,  Lord,  impart, 
While  in  the  anguifh  of  my  heart 
The  burthen  of  my  guilt  I  own, 
And  humbled  bow  before  thy  throne. 

10. 

Ye  Souls,  that  to  his  fear  incline, 
Secure  to  God  your  fteps  refign, 
And  learn  from  his  diredting  hand 
What  path  may  beft  your  choice  demand. 

1 1. 

How  bleft,  thy  precepts,  Lord,  who  knows ! 
As  o'er  life's  pilgrimage  he  goes, 
See  peace  and  fafety  nightly  fprcad 
Their  tent  around  his  favoured  head. 

12. 

See,  rang'd  in  fair  defcent,  his  Hne 
The  lot,  which  thy  decrees  aflign, 

L  2  Di. 
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Divide,   and,  long  as  time  fliall  laft, 
The  blelTings  of  thy  bounty  tafte. 

Who  bow  to  Thee  th'  attentive  ear, 
The  fecrets  of  thy  will  (hall  hear ;. 
Thy  compadt.   Lord,   to  fuch  reveal'd, 
Shall  light  and  heav'nly  tranfport  yield. 

14. 
Wrapt  in  the  hoftile  fnare  I  lie, 
Yet  lift  to  thee  th'  expecting  eye, 
Till  thou  my  full  relief  decree, 
And  bid  my  captive  Soul  go  free. 

O  turn  Thee,  Lord,  in  pity  turn. 
Behold  me  helplefs  and  forlorn ; 
See  various  griefs  my  heart  opprefs ; 
My  wants  fupply,  my  wrongs  redrefs.' 

16. 
O  let  me  thy  attention  win, 
And  feal  the  pardon  of  my  fin ; 


For 
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For  who  like  Thee  with  quickening  ray 
Can  chafe  each  cloud  of  grief  away. 

While  fadlious  Crouds  around  me  w^ait, 

« 
Inflam'd  widi  rage,   and  impious  hate, 

Stretch  to  my  aid  the  arm  of  powV, 

And  guard  me  in  the  dano-'rous  hour. 

i8. 

Let  not  my  Soul,   on  Thee  reclin'd, 
Its  forrows  utter  to  the  wind ; 
Let  truth  and  fpotlefs  innocence 
Their  fuccours  to  my  heart  difpenfe. 

19. 
Indulgent  to  my  prayV,  with  mine 
My  country's  wifh'd  delivVance  join  ; 
God  of  my  hope,  thy  love  difclofe, 
And  heal,  O  heal  thy  people's  woes. 


PSALM 
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PSALM     XXVI. 

I. 

E  thou  my  Judge  ;    thy  fearching  eyes 
My  guiltlefs  life  have  known  ; 
On  Thee  my  ftedfaft  Soul  relies, 
Nor  fear  of  lapfe  fhall  own. 

2. 

O  fearch  me  ftill ;    my  heart,  my  reins 

With  ftridlefl:  view  furvey ; 
Thy  love,  great  God,  my  hope  fuftains. 

Thy  truth  directs  my  way. 

The  houfe  of  guile,  and  feat  of  lies 

With  ftudious  care  I  fliun ; 
From  Crouds,  that  impious  deeds  devife, 

My  fteps  abhorrent  run. 

4- 
In  innocence  I  wafh  my  hands. 

Thy  altar  compafs  round. 

And 
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And  grateful  lead  the  facred  Bands, 
Whofe  hymns  thy  a6ts  refoimd. 

5- 

How  oft,   inftin6l  with  warmth  divine, 
Thy  threfhold  have  I  trod ! 
How  lov'd  the  courts,  whofe  walls  infhrine 
The  glory  of  my  God  1 

6. 

O  let  me  not  the  vengeance  fhare, 

That  waits  the  guilty  Tribe, 
Whofe  murth'rous  hands  each  mifchief  dare. 

And  grafp  the  offer'd  bribe. 

7- 
But  pour,  O  pour,  while  thus  I  tread 

The  path  by  Thee  prepared, 

Thy  beams  of.  mercy  on  my  head, 

And  round  me  plant  a  guard. 

8. 
Thou,   Lord,  my  fteps  haft  fix'd  aright. 
And,  pleas'd,  (halt  hear  my  tongue 

With 
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With  Ifrael's  thankful  Sons  unite 
To  form  the  feftal  fong. 

PSALM     XXVII. 

I. 
HOU,   Lord,   my  fafety,   thou  my  hght, 
What  danger  fliall  my  Soul  affright  ? 
Strength  of  my  life  !    what  arm  fliall  dare 
To  hurt  whom  thou  haft  own'd  thy  care  ? 

2. 

When  erft,   impatient  to  devour, 
Againft  me  rofe  each  hoftile  powV, 
Their  fierce  attempts  fuccefslefs  found, 
They  ftumbled,  fell,  and  bit  the  ground. 

Though  adverfe  Hofts  the  ftandard  rear, 
Thy  Servant  fliall  without  a  fear 
The  gathering  war  around  him  fee, 
And  fix,  fecure,  his  truft  on  Thee. 


One 
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One  wifh,  with  holy  tranfport  warm, 
My  heart  has  form'd,   and  yet  Ihall  form ;. 
That  in  thy  prefence  I  may  fland, 
And  fhare  the  bleffings  of  thy  hand. 

5- 

One  gift  I  aflc  ;    that  to  my  end 
Fair  Sion's  dome  I  may  attend. 
There  joyful  find  a  fure  abode, 
And  view  the  beauty  of  my  God.. 

6. 

For  He  within  his  hallow'd  fhrinc 
My  fecret  refuge  (hall  aflign, 
And,   while  the  ftorms  around  mc  beat. 
Fix  on  the  rock  my  ftedfafi:  (cet. 

r 

My  heart  fecure  to  God  refign'd, 
In  Him  its  fafety  boafts  to  find. 
For  He,  his  arm  beneath  me  fpreadj 
High  o'er  my  Foes  exalts  my  head. 

M  For 
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For  this,   with  grateful  joy  beftow'd, 
My  off'ring  (hall  his  altar  load, 
My  tongue  its  note  exulting  raife, 
And  didate  to  the  harp  his  praife. 

O  hear  me.   Lord  ;    on  Thee  I  call, 
And  proflrate  at  thy  footftool  fall ; 
Propitious  in  my  caufe  appear, 
And  bow  to  my  requeft  thine  ear. 

I  o. 
"   Seek  ye  my  face  with  duteous  care, 
''   And  frequent  to  my  throne  repair  ;" 
Thus  to  my  heart  I  hear  Thee  fpeak  ; 
Thy  face,  my  heart  replies,  I  feek. 

II. 
Look  down,  my  only  Hope  !    look  down, 
Behold  me,  but  without  a  frown. 
And  ne'er  to  my  defiring  eye 
Thy  prefence,  heav'nly  Lord,   deny, 

O  let 
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12. 

O  let  me,   on  thy  aid  reclin'd, 
Thee  ftill  my  great  Salvation  find. 
Nor  leave  me,  helplefs  and  forlorn, 
The  ab fence  of  thv  o-race  to  mourn. 

When,   doom'd  the  Orphan's  lot  to  bear, 
No  Father's  kind  concern  I  fliarc, 
Nor  o'er  me  wakes  a  Mother's  eye. 
My  wants  attentive  to  fupply  : — 

14. 
Adopted  by  thy  care,   in  Thee 
The  Parent  and  the  Friend  I  fee, 
And,   nouri(h'd  by  thy  foft'ring  hand. 
Within  thy  courts  fecure  I  ftand. 

Infl:ru6l  me  Lord,  thy  path  to  know, 
And,  while  with  fecret  art  the  Foe 
My  doubting  fteps  would  turn  afide, 
Be  Thou  my  Guardian  and  my  Guide. 

M  2  O  fave 
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l6. 

O  fave  me  from  the  hand  of  wrong ; 
My  Soul  by  each  malignant  tongue 
With  caufelefs  infult  loaded  view, 
And  charg'd  with  guilt  it  never  knew. 

O  how  had  grief  confum'd  my  frame, 
But  that  I  hop'd,  while  yet  my  name 
Amidft  the  Living  ftands  inroll'd, 
Thy  boundlefs  mercy  to  behold. 

i8. 
With  patient  hope,  with  mind  fedate, 
On  IfraeFs  God  expectant  wait ; 
Be  ftrong,  be  ftedfaft  :    fo  thy  heart 
Shall  feel  his  grace  its  aid  impart. 


G 


PSALM     XXVIII. 

I. 

OD,  my  Strength,  to  Thee  I  pray  ; 
Turn  not  thou  thine  ear  away ; 


Left, 
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Left,  while  to  thy  Supphant's  cry 
Thou  thine  anfvver  {halt  deny, 
Sudden  I  my  place  afflime 
'Midft  the  Tenants  of  the  tomb  : 
Gracious  to  my  vows  attend, 
While  the  humble  knee  I  bend, 
And,  infpir'd  with  holy  fear, 
Tow'rd  thy  flirine  my  hands  uprear. 

2. 

Give  me  not  thy  wrath  to  know, 
Nor  to  feel  the  vengeful  blow, 
By  thy  juft  decrees  ailign'd 
To  the  Men  of  impious  mind. 
Who,  their  hearts  intent  on  wrong, 
Smooth  with  lies  their  venom'd  tongue  ; 
Let  whate'er  their  thoughts  devife, 
Thus  aloud  thy  Juftice  cries. 
What  their  ruthlefs  arm  has  dar'd. 
Meet  from  Thee  its  full  reward  :— 


While 
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3- 

While  thy  wrath  with  fteady  pace 

Step  by  ftep  their  feet  fliall  trace, 
And,   though  now  their  fliubborn  ear 
Shun  thy  wond'rous  a61s  to  hear, 
Teach  them  to  confefs  thy  pow'r, 
Shattered  hke  fome  heavhi-ilruck  tow^'r, 
That  before  th'  aftonifii'd  fight, 
Stooping  from  its  airy  height, 
'Midft  the  thunder's  awful  roar, 
Falls,   to  be  rebuilt  no  more. 

4- 
Let  me,   for  with  pitying  ear 

God  my  pray'r  has  deign'd  to  hear. 

Let  me  thanks  perpetual  yield  ; 

He  my  ftrength,   and  he  my  fhield, 

On  his  long  experienc'd  aid 

See  my  hope  for  ever  llay'd, 

While  my  heart,   with  joy  pofTefs'd, 

Dances  in  my  throbbing  breaft, 

And  my  tongue  in  grateful  lays 

Confecrates  to  Him  its  praife. 


Thou, 
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Thou,   wliofe  arm  is  o'er  us  fpread, 
Prompt  to  guard  th'  anointed  head, 
And  from  each  Invader's  hand 
Vindicate  thy  chofen  land, 
Save  thy  People  from  diflrefs. 
And  thy  Patrimony  blefs  ! 
Give  them,   Lord,   thy  love  to  fhare, 
Feed  them  with  a  Shepherd's  care. 
And  their  pow'r  to  lateft  days 
O'er  their  Foes  triumphant  raife. 

PSALM     XXIX. 

I. 
O  IN'G,  ye  Sons  of  might,   O  fing 
^^   Praife  to  Heav'n's  eternal  King  ; 
Raife  to  Him  fome  new  tausht  foncr, 
To  his  praife  the  note  prolong. 


2. 

Pow'r  and  ftrengrth  to  Him  affiorn. 
And  before  his  hallovv'd  fhrine 


Yield 
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Yield  the  homage,  that  his  name 
From  a  Creature's  hps  may  claim. 

Hark  !    his  voice  in  thunder  breaks  ; 
Hufli'd  to  filence,   while  he  fpeaks, 
Ocean's  waves  from  pole  to  pole 
Hear  the  awful  accents  roll. 

4- 
See,  as  louder  yet  they  rife, 

Echoing  through  the  vaulted  fkies, 

Loftieft  cedars  lie  o'erthrown, 

Cedars  of  fteep  Lebanon. 

5- 

See,  uprooted  from  his  feat, 
Lebanon  itfelf  retreat ; 
Trembling  at  the  threat  divine, 
Sirion  hafles  its  flight  to  join. 

6. 
See  them  like  the  heifer  borne, 
Like  the  beaft,  whofe  pointed  horn 


Strikes 
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Strikes  with  dread  the  fyh^an  train, 
Bound  impetuous  on  the  plain. 

7-      ■ 
Now  the  burfting  clouds  give  way, 

And  the  vivid  light'nings  play, 

And  the  wilds,   by  Man  untrod, 

Hear,   difmay'd,   th'  approaching  God. 

8. 

Cades,   o'er  thy  lonely  wafte 
Oft  the  dreaded  founds  have  pafi: ; 
Oft  the  woods  his  ftroke  invades, 
Widow'd  of  their  leafy  (hades. 

9- 
Mightieft  oaks  its  fury  know ; 

While  the  pregnant  hind  her  throe 

Inftant  feels,   and  on  the  earth 

Trembling  drops  th'  unfinidi'd  birth. 

lO. 

Proftrate  on  the  facred  floor, 
Ifrael's  Sons  his  name  adore, 

N  While 
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While  his  a6ls  to  ev'ry  tongue 
Yield  its  argument  of  fong. 

II. 

He  the  fwelling  furge  commands  ; 

Fix'd  his  throne  for  ever  ftands ; 

He  his  People  (hall  increafe, 

Arm  with  flirength,  and  blefs  with  peace, 

PSALM     XXX. 

I. 

^  9  ^O  Thee,  great  Ruler  of  the  fkies, 

-■-     Whofe  arm  its  conftant  aid  fupplies, 
While  vanquifh'd  Foes  confefs  my  fway, 
My  heart  its  ready  vows  fhall  pay  ; 
My  grateful  tongue,  immortal  King, 
Thy  mercy  fhall  for  ever  fing. 

2. 

As,  prefs'd  with  woe,  to  Thee  I  cried, 
Thy  hand  Its  healing  pow'r  applied. 


And, 
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And,  while  increafing  languors  gave 
The  fignal  to  th'  expedling  grave 
This  mortal  fabrick  to  receive, 
Reversed  the  doom,  and  bade  me  live. 

Ye  faithful  Sons  of  Ifrael's  name, 
Your  Maker's  fan6lity  proclaim, 
And,   while  his  mercies  on  your  breaffc 
In  fweet  memorial  ftand  imprefs'd, 
To  him  in  iovful  accents  raife 
The  fong  of  gratitude  and  praife. 

How  well  our  great  Preferver  know^s 
To  weig-h  and  to  relieve  our  w^oes  ! 

a 

Behold  his  wrath's  avenging  blaft, 
How  flow  to  rife,  how  foon  o'erpafi:, 
How  prompt  his  favour  to  difpenfc 
Its  life-imparting  influence. 


N  2  How 
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How  fpcedy  bis  paternal  love 
Our  deep  afflictions  to  remove  1 
Grief  for  a  night,   obtrufive  gueft, 
Beneath  our  roof  perchance  may  reft, 
But  joy,   with  the  returning  day. 
Shall  wipe  each  tranfient  tear  away. 

6. 

O  Lord,   as  pleas'd  I  look'd  around, 
And  view'd  my  life  with  bleffings  crown'd, 
While,   fafe  in  thy  protedling  hand, 
High  on  the  rock  I  took  my  ftand. 
In  confidence  of  Soul  I  faid, 
"   What  ills  fhall  e'er  my  peace  invade  ?" 

■      •    7- 
But,   inftant,   thou  thy  face  hadft  turn'd, 

And  pr  oft  rate  on  the  earth  I  mourn'd  : 

I  mourn'd,  and,   O  my  Guard,  my  Guide, 

With  humbler  fpirit  thus  I  cried, 


Shall 
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Shall  aught  of  profit,   if  the  ground 
My  blood  abforb,  to  Thee  redound  ? 

8. 
Shall,   vocal  in  thy  praife,   the  dufl 
Proclaim  thy  counfels  wife  and  juft, 
And  wake  thy  wondrous  a61s  to  tell 
Amid  corruption's  dreary  cell  ? 
Thy  aid,   my  God,   in  pity  lend, 
And  gracious  to  my  plaints  attend. 

9- 

Again  the  face  of  joy  I  wear  ; 

Thy  hand,   indulgent  to  my  prayV, 
The  fackcloth  from  mv  loins  unbound. 
With  mirth's  fair   cinc^lure  wraps  mc  round  ; 
Thy  ftrength  my  fainting  fpirit  chears, 
And  checks  my  griefs,  and  calms  my  fears. 

lO. 

For  this,   with  facred  tranfport  fill'd, 
To  Thee  my  Soul  its  praife  (hall  yield, 

My 
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My  tliankful  heart  with  zeal  iliall  burn, 
My  tongue  the  bands  of  filence  fpurn, 
And,   pleas'd,   through  hfe  in  grateful  verfe 
Thy  love,  eternal  Lord,   rehearfe. 

PSALM     XXXI. 

I. 

O  R  D,  for  on  Thee  fupported  ftand 
My  hopes,   O  let  thy  aiding  hand 
The  juftice  of  my  caufe  proclaim, 
And  fave  me  from  impending  (liame. 

2. 

Thy  ear,  thou  Majefty  divine, 
Propitious  to  my  prayV  incline  ; 
Hafte  to  my  help,   and  let  thy  povs^'r 
My  rock  prefent  and  brazen  tow'r  : — 

That  rock,  that  tow'r,  my  God,  in  Thee, 
Snatch'd  from  furrounding  ills,  I  fee  ; 


Shew 
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Shew  me  thy  path,   and  fo  thy  name 
Shall  praife  and  thanks  perpetual  claim. 

O  let  me,  by  thy  counfel  led, 
That  path  with  ftep  unerring  tread, 
And,   fav'd  by  thy  preventive  care. 
Shake  from  my  feet  the  broken  fnare. 

5- 

God  of  my  ftrength,   the  wife,   the  jiifl, 

To  Thee  my  fpirit  I  intruft ; 

From  Thee,  when  terrors  clos'd  me  round, 

My  Soul  its  full  redemption  found. 

6. 
My  thoughts  the  fclf-deceiving  train, 
Enflav'd  to  fuperftitions  vain. 
Abhor,   and  'midfl  increafing  woes 
Their  confidence  on  Thee  repofe. 

7- 
Thy  meroy  fhall  my  thanks  employ, 

My  conftant  theme,  my  highefl;  joy  ; 

For 
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For  Thou,   my  Soul  by  griefs  purfu'd, 
My  ftatc  with  pitying  eye  haft  view'd, 

8- 

Thy  hand,   while  rang'd  in  clofe  array 
Infulting  Hofts  around  me  lay, 
Gave  to  the  wind  their  vain  defign, 
And  made  the  paths  of  freedom  mine. 

Once  more,   my  fight  with  inward  grief 
Confum'd,  vouchfafe  me  thy  relief, 
Confefs  me  thine,   difpel  the  fighs 
That  in  my  heaving  bofom  rife. 

lO. 

For  while  my  Soul  its  ceafelefs  pains 
Deep  through  its  inmoft  frame  fuftains, 
Life's  noon  for  eve  exchang'd  I  bear, 
And  age  invited  on  by  care. 

II. 

The  guilt,  that  in  my  thought  revolves, 
My  ftrength  impairs,  my  joints  diffolves  ; 


The 


PSALM     XXXI.  105 

o 

The  fcorn  of  Foes,   and,  keener  yet, 
The  fcorn  of  Friends,   my  foul  befet. 

I  2. 
My  former  Guefts,   if  in  their  way 
My  wafted  form  they  now  furvey, 
With  horror  ftruck,   the  fight  forego, 
And  fhun  th'  infection  of  mv  woe. 

With  lonely  ftep  the  earth  I  tread, 
Forgotten  as  the  filent  Dead, 
Or  as  the  vafe  of  meaneft  clay, 
In  iifelefs  fragments  caft  away. 

14. 
Opprobrious  tongues  my  fame  invade, 
While  terrors  wrap  me  in  their  fliade, 
And  Crouds  with  fierce  and  heighten'd  rao;e 
Againft  my  life  tlieir  pow'rs  engage. 

15. 

Yet  fee  me,   Lord,   in  Thee  confide  ; 
Thou  art  my  God,   my  heart  has  cried  ; 

O  From 
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From  Thee  my  time  its  limit  knows; 
O  fave  me  from  devouring  Foes. 

i6. 
O  let  thy  prefence  on  me  beam, 
Thy  clemency  my  life  redeem, 
Nor  let  me,  Lord,  the  fhame  fuftain 
Thy  aid  to  afk,  and  afk  in  vain. 

17- 

Theirs  be  the  fhame,  thy  pow'r  who  brave. 

Nor  ceafe  their  infults,  till  the  grave, 
Abforbing  quick  the  guilty  Throng, 
In  endlefs  filence  feal  their  tongue  : 

i8. 
Such  filence  on  their  lips  impofe, 
Whofe  words  their  pride-fwoln  heart  difclofe. 
At  Wifdom's  Sons  their  malice  aim. 
And  blafl  with  lies  the  guiltlefs  name. 

19. 

O,  how  fhall  All  who  feek  thy  love 
The  fulnefs  of  thy  bounty  prove  ! 


And 


/ 
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And  teach  th'  admirinp;  World  to  fee 
How  bleft  the  Souls  that  trufl:  in  thee  1 

20. 

Thy  Saints,   while  breath  their  life  prolongs, 
Sav'd  by  thy  care  from  ftrife  of  tongues, 
Shall  fee  thy  tabernacle  fpread 
Its  awful  fplendors  o'er  their  head. 

21. 

Bleft  be  the  Name  of  Jacob's  God, 
Whofe  love,   in  happieft  hour  beftow'd, 
Has  given  within  my  lot  to  fall 
The  ftrong-built  city's  guarding  w^all. 

22. 

Awhile  with  uncolle6led  mind. 
As  banlfh'd  from  thy  fight,  I  pin'd  ; 
But  Thou  thy  Servant's  pray'r  haft  heard, 
In  anguifh  of  my  heart  prefer'd. 

Ye  Souls,  devoted  to  his  fear, 
With  thankful  love  your  God  revere, 

O    2  Who 
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Who  wakes  your  chofen  Train  to  guards 
And  deals  to  pride  its  jiift  reward. 

24. 
Be  ftrong,  be  ftedfafl: :   fo  your  mind 
From  him  its  full  fupport  fhall  find, 
Ye  Saints  that  in  his  care  confide, 
Nor  own,  nor  afk  a  help  befide. 

PSALM     XXXII. 

I. 

HOW  bleft  the  Man,   whofe  confcious  grief 
From  Thee,  great  God,  has  found  relief;. 
Whofe  guilt  thy  boundlefs  love  has  veil'd, 
His  fears  compos'd,  his  weaknefs  heal'd :  — 

2. 
To  whom  th'  offences  of  his  hand 
No  longer  now  imputed  ftand. 
Who  learns  thy  precepts  to  revere, 
Whofe  heart  is  pure,  whofe  tongue  fincere. 

While 
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3- 
While  deep  within  my  lab'ring  breaft 

My  mind  Its  dire  difeafe  fupprefs'd, 

Inceflant  groans,   that  fhun'd  controul, 

Betray 'd  the  anguifh  of  my  foul. 

4- 
See  age-antieipating  care 

My  joints  diifolve,   my  ftrength  impair, 

Relentlefs  from  my  check  each  trace 

Of  youth  and  blooming  health  erafe. 

5- 

When  night  extends  its  dufky  cone, 
Beneath  thy  terrors,   Lord,  I  groan; 
The  {hades  anon  retreating  fee  ; 
And  day  to  all  reftor'd,   but  me. 

6. 

Behold  my  frame  with  drought  confum'd, 
That  late  with  youthful  vigour  bloom'd  ; 
Such  drought  the  blafted  fields  betray, 
Beneath  the  dog-ftar's  burning  ray. 

My 
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7- 
My  humbled  foul  its  crimes  fhall  own  :  — 

Behold  me  bow  before  thy  throne, 

To  Thee  my  inmoft  guilt  difclofe, 

And  in  thy  bofom  pour  my  w^oes. 

8. 

But  lo  I   while  yet  my  hands  I  rear, 
The  voice  of  mercy  to  my  ear 
Defcends,   and  whifpVing  peace  within 
Confirms  the  pardon  of  my  fm, 

9- 

For  this  (hall  All  who  Thee  adore, 

Ere  yet  the  day  of  grace  be  o'er. 
To  Thee  with  ftedfaft  hope  repair, 
To  Thee  prefer  th'  unwearied  pray'r. 

10. 

So,  when  afflidlon's  tempefts  rife, 
And  heave  the  billows  to  the  fkies  ; 
They,  fafe  in  Thee,  the  ftorm  fliall  brave, 
And  dillant  view  the  madding  wave. 

When 


PSALM    XX-XII.  Ill 

I  I. 
When  various  griefs  my  foul  furround, 
In  Thee  my  fure  retreat  is  found; 
Thy  wifh'd  falvation  meets  my  eyes, 
And  fongs  of  triumph  round  me  rife. 

I  2. 

Come,  from  thy  God  infl:ru6lion  learn  ; 
While,   prompt  from  error's  path  to  turn 
Thy  feet,   thy  ev'ry  ftep  I  fcan, 
Let  reafon's  ufc  bcfpeak  thee  Man. 

I  '^ 
Nor  imitate  the  fteed  and  mule, 
Whofe  brutal  mouth,   averfe  to  rule. 
To  guard  thee  from  their  rage,   muft  feel 
The  forceful  rein,   and  curbing  fteel. 

14. 
What  pangs  the  impious  Tribe  await. 
While  hope  and  joy  his  heart  dilate, 
Who  trufts  in  Thee,   O  King  of  Kings, 
And  mercy  round  him  fpreads  her  wings  1 


Ye 
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15. 

Ye  Saints,   exulting  lift  your  voice, 
Ye  pure  of  mind  in  him  rejoice, 
Whofe  prefence  on  the  foul  imprefs'd 
With  heav'nly  tranfport  fills  the  breaft. 

PSALM     XXXIII. 

I. 
'ICT'E  Saints  (to  you  the  tafk  belongs, 

-■^     And  praife  fits  comely  on  your  tongues  ;) 
Blefs,   blefs  Jehovah  !   fvveet  the  joy 
When  tafks  like  thefe  the  voice  employ  ; 
Wake  to  Jehovah's  name  the  lute, 
Nor  let  the  ten-ftring'd  lyre  be  mute. 

2. 
O  fing,   in  accents  loud  and  ftrong, 
O  fing;  fome  new-invented  fono;  ; 
And  let  the  finger's  artful  ftroke 
The  pfalt'ry's  various  pow'r  provoke, 
And  teach  the  praife  of  Ifrael's  Lord 
To  vibrate  on  the  founding  chord. 

God'i 
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3- 

God's  words  eternal  truth  has  feal'd  ; 

His  promifes,   in  a6\  fulfiird, 
Shall  equity  and  judgment  prove 
The  changlefs  objects  of  his  love, 
And  bid  the  earth's  wide  confines  know 
The  gifts  that  from  his  bounty  flow. 

4- 
His  word  yon  azure  vault  outfpread, 

Ere  Time  the  feafons  ouAvard  led  ; 

Form'd  by  his  breath  the  ftarry  Hoft, 

Their  unextinguifli'd  luftre  boaft ; 

While  in  their  cavcrn'd  ftorehoufc  fleep 

The  treafures  of  the  wat'ry  deep. 

5- 

Thy  Maker's  name,   O  Earth,   revere  ; 

And  let  thy  Sons  with  holy  fear 

To  him  in  low  proftration  bend, 

And  duteous  his  decrees  attend. 

He  fpake  :   And  Heav'n,   and  Seas,  and  Land, 

Appear'd.      He    bade  :   And  lo,  they  ftand. 

P  Their 
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6. 

Their  counfels  vain  the  Heathen  Tribes 
Unite  ;  but  God  th'  event  prefcribes, 
And  blafts  at  will  each  hope  that  fprings 
Within  the  breafl:  of  haughtieft  Kings  ; 
His  counfel,  from  controul  fecure, 
His  counfel,   only  fliall  endure. 

His  thouo^hts  to  time's  remoteft  bound 
With  fure  effe6l  fhall  e'er  be  crown'd  : 
How  bleft  the  People  that  have  known 
Him  for  their  God,  and  Him  alone  i 
The  flock  his  heritage  declar'd, 
And  objeds  of  his  fix'd  regard  I 

8. 

Wide  o'er  the  Sons  of  Earth  his  eye 
The  Pow'r  eternal  from  on  high 
Extends,   (that  Pow'r  whofe.hand,  with  art 
Myfterious,  forms  the  human  heart,) 
Through  life's  wild  maze  their  fteps  purfues, 
Each  adt,   each  thought,    attentive  views. 

Think 


PSALM    XXXIII.  115 

9- 

Think  not,   ye  Kings,    his  aid  refign'd. 

In  well  arm'd  Hofts  your  help  to  find ; 
In  vain  the  Warrior  bold  and  young 
Exults,  his  arm  with  vigour  ftrung  : 
In  vain,  his  Lord  to  fave,   the  fteed 
Vaunts  in  the  fight  his  ftrength  and  fpeed. 

10. 
Hail,   fure  Prote61or  of  the  Jul!:  ! 
From  him  who  builds  on  Thee  his  trufl 
Thy  arm  averts  with  fludious  care 
Each  death  that  viewlefs  win^s  the  air; 
Thy  hand  with  food  his  life  fuftains, 
When  drought  infefts  the  blafted  plains. 

I  I. 

Our  fouls  by  Thee,   their  help  and  fliield, 
With  patient  hope  have  flood  upheld  ; 
Thy  facred  name  our  truft,   each  mind 
From  Thee  Ihall  joy  perpetual  find  : 
In  mercy  give  us.   Lord,  to  fee 
How  jufl  the  hope  that  refts  on  Thee. 

P  2  PSALM 
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I. 

THEE  will  I  thank,   and  day  by  day 
Form  to  thy  praife  the  joyful  lay  ; 
From  morn  to  eve  the  fong  extend, 
Thee  boaft  my  Father,  Thee  my  Friend. 

2. 

While  pleas'd  each  heart  of  humble  frame 
Shall  wake,  great  God,  to  hear  thy  fame  ; 
His  voice  let  each  triumphant  raife. 
And  fmg  with  me  your  Maker's  praife. 

3- 

To  him  my  foul  difclos'd  its  care  ; 

He  heard,  and  prefent  to  my  pray'r 
His  faithful  buckler  o'er  me  held, 
Each  terror  from  my  breaft  difpelFd. 

4- 
The  Souls,  that  his  decree  regard, 

Like  me  his  chearing  light  have  fhar'd. 


And 
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And  fearlefs  of  repulfe  or  fliame 
The  proinfe   of  his  mercy  clahii. 

5- 

Behold  a  heart  with  woes  opprefs'd  ; 
Behold,   its  vow^s  to  God  addrefs'd, 
His  hand  its  healing  pow'r  difplay, 
And  chafe  each  cloud  of  grief  away. 

6. 

His  Angel,   nigh  the  juft  Man's  tent 
Encamp'd,   each  danger  to  prevent, 
His  fure  protection  round  him  throws, 
Though  harnefs'd  Hofts  his  peace  oppofe. 

7- 
Hail,   Saviour  of  the  Human  Race  I 

Hail,   Fountain  of  exhauftlefs  Grace  ! 

Thrice  happy,   who  on  Thee  recline, 

Nor  own,   nor  afk  a  help  but  Thine. 

8. 
O  tafte  with  me  ;   O  tafte  and  prove 
The  bleffings  of  his  boundlefs  love  ; 

His 
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His  fear  preferve,  ye  juft  and  pure, 
And  live  from  dread  of  want  fecure. 

The  ftrengthful  Lion's  tawny  brood 
With  thirfl  and  penury  of  food 
Are  ftung  ;   but  who  in  God  confide 
Shall  find  their  evVy  wifh  fupplied. 

10. 

Ye  Children,   come  ;   my  precepts  hear, 
And  learn  the  di6tates  of  his  fear  : 
O  come  ;   if  long  extent  of  days, 
With  bleflings  crown'd,  thy  hope  can  raife. 

1 1. 
Averfe  from  each  injurious  art, 
Let  falfehood  from  thy  lips  depart  ; 
Be  good  thy  choice  ;  from  evil  ceafe  ; 
And  plight  the  ready  hand  to  peace. 

I  2. 

Llim  ferve,  whofe  fav'ring  eyes  furvey 
The  hearts  that  his  commands  obey  ; 


Hi 
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Him  ferve,  whofe  ever  open  ear 
With  jufi:  regard  their  pray'r  Ihall  hear. 

But  terrors  planted  on  his  brow 
Inftru6l  the  ftubborn  foul  to  bow, 
And  vengeance,  kindled  to  a  flame, 
Blots  from  the  Earth  the  impious  name. 

14. 
With  fuppliant  voice,   in  each  difl:refs, 
His  fole  fupport,   his  fole  redrefs, 
From  God  the  Man  of  faithful  mind 
Shall  feek,  and  what  he  feeks  ihall  find. 

A  Spirit  griev'd  is  facrifice 
Delightful  to  th'  all-feeing  eyes  ; 
God,  ever  watchful,   ever  near, 
The  meek  and  contrite  foul  fhall  chear. 

16. 
What  though  the  Juft,  by  his  decree, 
Awhile  a  Man  of  griefs  w^e  fee, 

His 
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His  love  fhall  foon  its  aid  beftow, 
Relieve  his  cares,   and  foothe  his  woe. 

17- 
To  violence  expos'd,  his  frame 

Thy  fix'd  attention,   Lord,   fliall  claim  : 

Not  Hell's  worft  rage  one  bone  (hall  dare 

To  break,   when  Thou  hail  bid  to  fpare. 

i8. 
But  ill  on  all  who  ill  intend 
In  full  proportion  fhall  defcend  ; 
Who  tow'rd  the  juft  in  hatred  join. 
Shall  feel,  great  God,   the  weight  of  thine, 

19. 
'Tis  Thine  thy  Saints  from  woes  to  free  : 
Nor  time  throughout  its  courfe  fhall  fee 
The  Soul,   whofe  hope  on  Thee  is  ftaid, 
Negle6led  mourn  thy  abfent  aid. 
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I. 
"TXO  Thou,  juft  God,  my  caufe  defend, 
-*-^   O  let  thy  pow'r  its  aid  extend. 
And  make  my  quarrel  Thine  ;   my  Foes 
Let  thy  refiftlefs  arm  oppofe  ; 
Arife  thy  fpeedieft  help  to  yield. 
And  reach  the  corflet,   reach  the  fhield, 
Grafp  in  thy  hand  the  glitt'ring  lance, 
And  obvious  in  the  breach  advance  : 
Say  to  my  troubled  Soul ;   ''  In  Me 
"  Thy  ftrength  and  fure  falvation  fee." 

2. 

Let  (hame  their  glowing  cheeks  o'erfpread, 
Whofe  ceafelefs  threats  excite  my  dread  ; 
And  let  them,   ftruck  with  wild  affright. 
Inglorious  backward  urge  their  flight,  ■ 
Difpers'd,   as  chaff  before  the  wind, 
Thy  Angel  prefling  clofe  behind, 

Q  AIoncT 
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Along  the  dark  and  fllppVy  way, 
Whofe  paths  their  ftagg'ring  fteps  betray  ; 
And  from  the  arm  ethereal  find 
The  vengeance  to  their  guilt  aflign'd. 

Lord,  fee  my  Foes  with  caufelefs  hate 
Befide  my  path  infidious  wait. 
With  caufelefs  hate  the  pit  prepare, 
And  plant  before  my  fteps  their  fnarey 
O  let  deftru6lion's  fudden  ftroke, 
While  thus  thy  juftice  they  provoke, 
Defcend  vindidlive  on  their  head  ;. 
Faft  in  the  net  for  me  outfpread 
Involv'd,  let  each  repentant  groan, 
And  reap  the  mifchiefs  he  has  fown.. 

4. 
But  Thou,  my  Soul,  with  awful  joy 
On  God  thy  ftedfaft  thought  employ, 
And,  his  falvation  taught  to  prove, 
Record  the  wonders  of  his  love ;, 


Each 
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Each  bone,  whofe  ftrengtli  fupports  my  frame, 

With  grateful  tranfport  (hall  exclaim, 

Lord !   whom  like  Thee  fhall  Mortals  find, 

For  ever  juft,  for  ever  kind, 

Like  Thee  prepared  th'  afflI61ed  poor 

From  lawlefs  infult  to  fecure  ? 


A  Prey  to  want,   opprefs'd  with  wrong 
Awhile  I  pin'd  ;   a  hoftilc  Throng, 
Whofe  tongue  to  fraud  has  loos'd  the  reins, 
And  lie  with  lie  connedled  feigns, 
Againft  me  urg'd,  to  fcandal  prone, 
The  guilt  my  brcafl:  had  never  known, 
And  left  me  helplefs  and  forlorn 
The  friendfhip  ill  repaid  to  mourn, 
That,  when  affliclion's  weight  they  bare, 
Had  taught  my  heart  their  woes  to  (hare. 

6. 

While  ficknefs  wrapt  them  in  its  chain, 
And  fix'd  them  on  the  bed  of  pain, 

Q  2  M 
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My  heart,   that  no  affection  ow'd, 

With  fympathizlng  pity  glow'd, 

I  knew  their  fuff'rings  to  bewail, 

And  funk  with  grief,  with  fafting  pale, 

To  God,   in  forrow's  garb  array'd. 

With  humbleft  interceffion  pray'd,^ 

And  found  the  pray'r  their  pride  has  ipurn'd 

With  bleffings  on  my  head  returned. 

7- 
Dififolv'd  in  tears,  with  languor  worn, 

What  grief  for  Foes  my  Soul  has  borne  I 

Nor  Friend  for  Fi'iend  fmcerer  woes, 

Nor  Brother  for  a  Brother  knows  ; 

Nor  feels  the  Son  his  melting  breafl 

With  deeper  fenfe  of  grief  imprefs'd. 

That  grafps  a  dying  Mother's  hand, 

And  waits  to  take  her  laft  command. 

Or  o'er  her  lofs  in  fecret  pines, 

And  wraps  the  fackcloth  round  his  loins. 

8. 

Not  fuch  the  pity  fhown  to  me  ; 
Ev'n  Abjeds  my  abjedion  fee 

With 
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With  fcornful  gaze,  as  round  me  fland, 
In  adverfe  league,   a  lawlefs  Band, 
Thefe  taught  with  well-diflembled  art 
To  veil  the  purpofe  of  their  heart, 
While  thofe  in  open  hate  engage. 
And  ceafelefs  vent  their  murth'rous  rage, 
Now  furious  grind  their  teeth,   and  now 
Infulting  aim  the  deathful  blow. 

How  long  wilt  Thou,  my  God,  how  long 
With  patient  eye  behold  my  wrong  ? 
How  long  (liall  I,   with  anguifli  torn. 
Thy  face,  my  God,   averted  mourn  ? 
With  vain  and  fruitlefs  hope  attend, 
Till  Thou,  my  Guardian  and  my  Friend, 
The  Lion's  dreaded  rao;e  controul. 
And  refcue  my  deferted  foul, 
That  'mid  th'  affembled  Tribes  my  tongue 
May  raife  to  Thee  the  thankful  fong  ? 

Olet 
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lo. 

O  let  not  my  uninjur'd  Foes, 

With  fpeaking  eye,   amidft  my  woes, 

As  round  they  Hand  in  clofe  array, 

The  triumphs  of  their  heart  betray  : 

Behold  them,   Lord,  their  arts  addrefs. 

The  Friends  of  peace  and  truth  t'  opprefs, 

But  chief  my  name  with  infults  load, 

''   Thou  Wretch  abandon'd  of  thy  God, 

*'  In  vain,"  they  clamour,   "  what  our  eyes 

"   Atteft,  thy  confcioLis  tongue  denies." 

II. 
Lord,  Thou  th'  Oppreffor's  rage  hafl  feen, 
With  timeliefl:  fuccour  intervene  ; 
Not  filent  long.   Almighty  Sire, 
Remain,   nor  diftant  far  retire  ; 
Arife,   thy  faving  pow'r  difclofe. 
And  heal  with  pitying  hand  my  woes; 
Awake,  thy  aiding  ftrength  excite. 
Awake,   and  vindicate  my  right  ; 


Let 
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Let  juftice  teach  them,  by  thy  ftroke. 
Their  frantic  triumphs  to  revoke. 

12. 
Let  not  their  heart,   its  wifli  complete, 
With  fecret  joy  tranfported  beat. 
Or,  boafting,  hail  th^  expedled  hour. 
That  gives  me  to  the  Murth'rer's  pow'r  ; 
But  back  my  threaten'd  life  demand 
From  (harp  opprefHon's  iron  hand  ; 
Let  All  who  make  my  grief  their  fcorn 
Their  blafted  hopes  aftonifh'd  mourn  ; 
Let  ftern  rebuke  and  foul  difgrace 
With  fhame  perpetual  clothe  their  face. 

Lo,  nigh  me  rang'd,   with  thankful  voice, 

The  friends  of  innocence  rejoice. 

And  "   Bleft,"  they  cry,   ''   be  Jacob's  Lord, 
The  God  by  heav'n  and  earth  ador'd. 
Who  joys  his  Servant's  caufe  to  plead, 

'^  And  crowns  with. peace  his  favour'd  head." 

While 
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While,  loudefl:  in  the  choir,   my  tongue 
To  notes  of  pralfe  fliall  tune  its  fong, 
And  pleas'd,   through  each  revolving  day, 
Thy  juftice,  mighticll  Lord,  difplay. 

PSALM     XXXVI. 

I. 

EH  OLD  the  Wretch,  in  error  loft, 
Whofe  ftubborn  heart  with  impious  boaft 
His  law  reje6ls,  his  fear  denies. 
Who  form'd  the  earth,  and  feas,  and  fkies. 

2. 

He  ne'er  repentant  looks  within. 

To  view  the  meafure  of  his  fin  ; 

His  tongue,   to  falfehood  train'd,  his  mind 

No  more  to  a61s  of  good  inclin'd. 

3- 
Concerted  mifchiefs  croud  his  breaft, 

And  rob  his  midnight  hours  of  reft  ; 

Noi 


PSALM    XXXVI.  129 

Nor  wlfdom  to  her  paths  his  will 
Can  turn,  or  wean  his  foul  from  ill. 

Thy  mercy,  Lord,  to  heav'n  extends, 
Thy  truth  the  lofty  clouds  tranfcends  ; 
Fix'd  as  the  mountain's  folid  bafe 
Thy  righteoufnefs  maintains  her  place. 

5- 

Who  feeks  to  trace  the  will  divine 
By  reafon's  aid,  with  fcanty  line 
(Prepoft'rous,)   would  the  deep  explore, 
And  meafure  with  his  fpan  its  fhore, 

6. 

Nor  reft  thy  cares  alone  confin'd 
To  us,  the  Sons  of  human  kind ; 
Thy  hand  th'  unconfcious  brute  fuftains, 
And  fpreads  his  pafture  on  the  plains. 

But  We,  with  pious  truft,  who  know 
What  gifts  we.  to  thy  mercy  owe, 

R  (^w^at 
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(O  what  that  mercy  can  excel !) 
Beneath  thy  foft'ring  wings  fhall  dwell. 

8. 

To  each,  who  feeks  thy  name,  behold 
Thy  houfe  its  richefl:  ftores  unfold. 
And  blifs,   unintermix'd  with  woe. 
In  fulleft  ftreams  their  breaft  overflow. 

From  out  thy  feat,  immortal  King, 
Forth  iflues  life's  perennial  fpring ; 
Thy  light  with  unextinguifli'd  rays 
Shall  o'er  our  heads  aufpicious  blaze. 

10. 

Lord,  may  the  fouls  who  Thee  have  known 
The  bleffings  of  thy  mercy  own. 
And  each,  who  bears  a  fpotlefs  mind. 
His  refuge  in  thy  juftice  find. 

I  I. 

Me  let  thy  care.   Almighty  Friend, 
From  pride's  injurious  foot  defend  ; 


Each 
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Each  impious  hand,   that  feeks  my  hurt, 
Let  thy  fuperlor  ilrength  avert. 

I  2. 
O  bid  before  my  fight  each  Foe 
The  terrors  of  thy  vengeance  know ; 
Lo,   there  they  fall,   their  triumphs  o'er, 
And  proftrate  lie,  to  rife  no  more. 


PSALM     XXXVII. 

I. 

T     ET  not  the  Sinner^s  wealth,  or  might 
•*— '  The  envy  of  thy  foul  excite : 
Anon  thine  eye  (hall  fee  him  fade 
Quick  as  the  flowV  or  vernal  blade, 
That  now  rejoicing  lifts  the  head, 
Now  withering  on  the  earth  is  fpread. 

2. 

But  Thou  thy  will  to  heav'n's  high  Lord 
(His  faith  thy  truft,  thy  rule  his  word,) 

R  2  Submit, 
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Submit,  and  nourifh'd  by  his  hand. 

Inherit  from  his  gift  the  land, 

In  Him  dehght,  on  Him  depend ; 

Him  chufe  thy  Guide,  thy  Way,  thy  End. 

So  (hall  his  love  thy  wifhes  grant, 
His  care  anticipate  thy  want, 
And  bid  thy  a6ls  In  light  ferene 
Fair  as  the  rlfing  morn  be  feen, 
Thy  juftlce  as  the  noon  of  day 
Dlffulive  pour  its  cloudlefs  ray. 

With  patient  hope  await  his  will, 

Nor  let  the  fight  of  profp'rous  ill 

Impel  thee  with  difqulet  vain 

His  wife  difpofals  to  arraign, 

Left  wrath  and  doubt  thy  confcience  blind, 

And  urge  to  a61s  of  guilt  thy  mind. 


See, 
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5- 
See,  from  their  dwelling  torn,  th'  Unjuft 

To  thofe,  who  fix  on  God  their  truft, 

(So  wills  the  Majefty  divine,) 

Their  forfeit  heritage  refign  : 

Wait  but  awhile,  then  look  around  ; 

No  more  the  impious  Race  are  found. 

6. 

But  fee  the  meek  and  pious  Band 

(Advanc'd  by  God's  almighty  hand 

The  pow'r  among  them  to  divide. 

To  fierce  ambition's  fword  denied,) 

Earth's  bounds  poflefs,  and,  peace  their  care, 

The  fulnefs  of  its  bleffings  fhare. 

7- 

Gnafhing  his  teeth,  the  Fool  prepares 

To  catch  the  Upright  in  his  fnares  ; 
But  God  his  frantic  rage  derides. 
And  fees  the  day,  as  on  it  glides, 
Whofe  beams,  with  wrath  uncommon  red. 
Shall  ftream  in  vengeance  o'er  his  head. 

On 


1^4  P  S  A  L  M    XXXVII. 

8. 
On  you,   ye  Poor,   with  vain  intent, 
The  fword  is  drawn,   the  bow  is  bent ; 
The  fword,   with  better  aim  imprefs'd, 
Defcends  into  its  Owner's  breafi: ; 
Reki61ant  to  the  Archer's  will 
Burfts  the  tough  bow,  and  mocks  his  fkill. 

9- 

Exchange  not  ye  your  fcanty  flore 

For  heaps  of  guilt-polluted  ore  : 
That  God,  ye  Saints,  whofe  love  ye  feek, 
The  arm  of  lawlefs  pow'r  fhall  break, 
And  bid  the  Juft  proteded  ftand 
Beneath  the  fliadow  of  his  hand. 

10. 

By  Him  your  years  determined  flow : 
Th^  lot,  which  his  decrees  beftow, 
From  Sire  to  Son,  till  time  (hall  end, 
In  fure  fucceflion  fhall  defcend  ; 
No  diftant  time  fhall  fee  his  love 
Its  bleflings  from  his  Saints  remove.     , 


When 
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I  I. 
When  War's  dire  flames  around  you  burn, 
From  you  the  darts  their  points  (hall  turn  ; 
Each  blafi:  that  taints  the  redd'ning  fky 
From  your  exempted  fields  fhall  fly  ; 
Nor  fliame,   nor  want  the  heart  attends 
Whofe  trufl:  on  Jacob's  God  depends  ! 

12. 

Who  know  not  Thee,  great  God,  to  dread. 
As  vidims  for  the  flaughter  fed, 
Confum'd  by  Heav'n's  avenging  fire 
Shall  perifli,  and  in  fmoke  afpire  : 
How  fwift,  how  fudden  is  their  fate. 
What  horrors,  Lord,  their  death  await. 

While  faithlefs  Thefe  th'  intrufted  loan 
With  bafe  ingratitude  difown. 
His  plenteous  alms  the  Juft  can  give, 
And  pleas'd  a  Brother's  wants  relieve  ; 
Earth's  goods  thy  blefllng  to  the  Pure 
Shall  grant,  and  what  it  grants  infure  : 

While 
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14. 
While  guilty  Souls  the  curfe  divine 
To  full  excifion  (hall  confign  ; 
The  Jufl,  blefl:  obje6l  of  thy  love, 
Thou,   Lord,  wilt  lead,  his  path  approve, 
Thy  faithful  hands  his  fteps  fuftain  ; 
Nor  falls  he,   but  to  rife  again. 

Once  was  I  young,  and  now  am  old,, 
Yet  ne'er  the  Righteous  could  behold 
By  God  deferted,  nor  his  Seed 
Requefting  at  my  gate  their  bread  ; 
Secure  he  lives,  and  for  his  Heirs 
Profperity  and  peace  prepares. 

16. 
From  ill  recede  ;  to  good  incline 
Thy  thought ;  and  endlefs  life  be  thine  : 
Delighted  whom  his  laws  delight 
Th'  Almighty  views  ;  nor  day  nor  night 
The  Soul,  that  bows  to  his  decree, 
Abandoned  from  his  love  fhall  fee. 

Behold, 
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Behold,   ye  Juft,   th'  eternal  doom 
The  Sinner's  fhort-liv'd  days  confume  ; 
His  Fruit,   a  lucklefs  Progeny, 
Uprooted  from  the  ground  fliall  die  ; 
While  happier  ye  to  yours  affign'd 
A  heritage  perpetual  find. 

i8. 
How  bleft  whom  Thou,  great  God,  haft  taught, 
His  lips,   with  facred  fcience  fraught, 
The  lefTons  of  thy  truth  impart ; 
And,  grav'd  within  his  inmoft  heart, 
Thy  Law,   the  ever  faithful  guide, 
Forbids  his  ftedfaft  feet  to  Aide. 

19. 
Each  art  the  murth'rous  Tribe  eflay. 
And  mark  the  Guiltlefs  for  their  prey ; 
But  God  his  refcue  has  decreed ; 
Himfelf  will  rife  his  caufe  to  plead, 
Refufe  th'  Accufer's  perjur'd  tongue. 
And  fave  him  from  the  hand  of  wrong:. 

S  Wait 
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20. 
Walt  on  thy  God  ;   obferve  his  ways 
His  pow'r  aloft  thy  head  fliall  raife  : 
Exerted  in  thy  right,  his  hand 
Shall  vindicate  to  thee  the  land, 
And  bid,   before  thy  fight,   each  Foe 
The  terrors  of  his  vengeance  know, 

21. 
The  profp'ring  Sinner  once  I  viewed  ; 
Strong  as  the  healthful  tree  he  flood, 
That,   fhadowing  wide  its  native  foil. 
Nor  know^s,  nor  afks  the  Planter's  toil : 
I  went,  I  came,   and  look'd  again  ; 
I  look'd,  but  fought  his  place  in  vain^ 

22. 
Behold  the  Jufl,  and  mark  his  end  ; 
See  peace  his  eve  of  life  attend  : 
But  fee,  ah  !   fee  a  diff'rent  fate 
The  Sinner's  wretched  courfe  await  ; 
For  lo,  upon  his  lateft  hour 
The  ftorms  of  heaviefl  vengeance  low'r. 


To 
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To  God  the  Juft  his  fafety  owes, 
Him  owns  his  ftreno-th  amidft  his  woes, 
AfTur'd  that  He  fliall  each  defend 
Whofe  conftant  hopes  on  Him  depend. 
And,   wliile  his  Foes  their  peace  invade, 
Reach  in  their  caufe  his  promis'd  aid. 


P  S  A  L  M      XXXVIII. 

I. 
SPARE  me,   Lord,  nor  o'er  my  head 
The  fuhiefs  of  thy  vengeance  fhed  ; 

Pierc'd  by  thy  fhafts,   great  God,   I  ftand, 

And  feel  the  prefTure  of  thy  hand. 

2. 

Thou  feeft,  from  heaUli   eftrang'd,   my  frame 
The  terrors  of  thy  wratli  prochiim. 
While  confcious  guilt  alarms  my  breaft, 
And  robs  my  tortur'd  joints  of  reft. 

S   2  Whelm'd 
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3- 
Whelm'd  with  a  weight  of  fins  I  mourii^ 

A  weight  too  heavy  to  be  borne ; 

My  wounds,  whofe  fmart  thofe  fins  repays^ 

The  wide-mfe61ed  air  betrays. 

See  !   bow'd,  from  morn  to  eve,   with  woe. 
And  wrapt  in  fackcloth  drear,  I  go  ; 
My  reins  with  hidden  torments  wrung, 
Each  Hmb  difeas'd,  each  nerve  unftrung. 

Aloud  my  fufF'rings  I  bemoan, 
And  fainting  pour  the  frequent  groan  ; 
But  Thou,  ere  yet  my  groans  proceed, 
My  griefs  and  inmoft  wifh  canft  read.. 

6. 
Behold  my  heart  with  anguifh  torn, 
My  ftrength  with  long  afflidlion  worn, 
And  ftretch'd  before  my  wafted  fight 
The  fhadows  of  approaching  nights 


Each 
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7- 
Each  kind  Confoler  of  my  care, 

Who  wont  my  plenteous  board  to  (hare, 

With  pitying  eye,   with  filent  gaze 

My  alter'd  Hneaments  furveys. 

8. 
My  Friends,  and  next  Allies  by  birth, 
(Once  dear  Companions  of  my  mirth. 
When  wing'd  with  health  the  moments  flew) 
My  griefs  with  diflant  horror  view. 

9- 

With  fnares  my  Foes  befet  my  way, 

Intent  on  death,  throughout  the  day 
With  fierceft  rage  my  name  revile. 
And  difcipline  their  thoughts  to  guile. 

10. 

Invented  crimes,  and  taunts  fevere. 
With  fleadieft  patience.   Lord,  I  hear, 
Unmov'd,  as  one  who  deaf  and  mute 
Nor  cenfure  feels,  nor  can  refute. 

For 
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I  I. 

For  thou,  beft  Advocate,  art  nigh  ; 
On  Thee,  great  God,  my  hopes  rely ; 
O  vindicate  my  fame  from  wrong. 
And  filence  the  reproachful  tongue. 

I  2. 

Thou  know'fl:  the  tenour  of  my  pray'r. 
Thou  know'ft  what  infults.   Lord,  I  bear  ; 
Propitious  hear,   not  let  my  Foes 
Exulting  triumph  in  my  woes. 

Mark,  when  my  fteps  have  chanc'd  to  Aide, 
The  (houts  that  rife  on  ev'ry  fide, 
And,   echoing  through  the. wounded  air. 
The  triumphs  of  their  heart  declare. 

14. 

Thou  feeft  how  prone  to  lapfe  my  feet. 
What  woes  my  eyes  inceflant  meet ; 
Nor  fliuns  my  foul  its  guilt  to  own. 
But  for  rowing  bows  before  thy  throne. 


How 


PSALM    XXXVIII.  J  43 

How  ftrong,  how  numVous  are  the  Foes, 
That  unprovok'd  my  peace  oppofe, 
Their  veins  with  heaUh's  full  current  warm, 
And  ftrung  with  aclive  might  their  arm  ! 

i6. 
Ill  for  my  good  return 'd  I  find, 
Nor  know  from  aught  (but  that,   inclin'd 
To  good,   their  deeds  I  (hun,)   to  date 
The  ground  of  their  prepoft'rous  hate, 

O  let  me,  rais'd  by  Thee,   no  more 
The  abfence  of  thine  aid  deplore  ; 
God  of  my  life,  recede  not  fiir, 
But  hafte,   and  make  that  life  thy  care. 


PSALM 
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I. 

"^  yT  Y  fteps  difcretlon's  rules  fhall  guide  : 
i.Y  A   ]\Jq  error  from  my  lips  fhall  Aide, 
(Thus  to  myfelf  refolv'd  I  faid  ;) 
Nor  word,  in  wifdom's  fcale  unweigVd. 

2. 

While  lawlefs  Crouds  attend  me  nigh, 
And  mark  me  with  infidious  eye, 
Behold  me  with  the  fteady  rein 
Each  effort  of  my  tongue  reftrain. 

3- 

Awhile  my  foul  its  purpofe  keeps ; 

A  ftubborn  filence  feals  my  lips  : 

But  O  !  from  themes  of  good  withheld, 

How  oft  my  full-fwoln  heart  rebell'd ! 

My  thoughts  in  various  tumult  roll ; 
At  length,  impatient  of  controul, 


Forth 
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Forth  from  my  ftruggling  bofom  brake 
The  kindled  flame  ;  and  thus  I  fpake. 

5- 

Taught  by  thy  wifdom,  let  me  learn 
How  foon  my  fabric  fliall  return 
To  earth,  and  in  the  filent  tomb 
Its  feat  of  lafting  refl:  affume. 

6.. 

O  let  me,  heav'nly  Lord,  extend 
My  view  to  life's  approaching  end ; 
What  are  my  days  ?   (a  fpan  their  line;) 
And  what  my  age  compared  with  Thine  ? 

Our  life  advancing  to  Its  clofe, 
While  fcarce  its  earlleft  dawn  it  knows, 
Swift  through  an  empty  fhade  we  run, 
And  Vanity  and  Man  are  one. 

8. 
With  anxious  pain  this  Son  of  care 
Toils  to  inrich  an  unknown  Heir, 

T  And, 
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And,   eyeing  oft  his  heapy  ftore, 
With  vain  difquiet  thirfts  for  more. 

9- 

Where,   Lord,   fhall  I  my  refuge  fee  ? 
On  whom  repofe  my  hope  but  Thee  ? 

0  purge  my  guilt,   nor  let  my  Foe 
Exulting  mock  my  heightened  woe. 

•  10. 

Convinced  that  thy  paternal  hand 
Infli61:s  but  what  my  fins  demand, 

1  fpeechlefs  fate  ;  nor  plaintive  word, 
Nor  niurmur  from  my  lips  was  heard. 

1 1. 
But  O,  in  thy  appointed  hour 
Withdraw  thy  rod  ;  left  nature's  pow'r. 
While  griefs  on  griefs  my  heart  aflail. 
Unequal  to  the  conflidl,  fail. 

I  2 . 

O,  how  thy  chaftifements  impair 
The  human  form,  however  fair  ! 


How 
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How  frail  the  flrongeft  frame  we  fee, 
If  Thou  the  Shiner's  fate  decree  ! 

As  when  the  fretthig  moths  confume 
The  labour  of  the  curious  loom, 
The  texture  fails,  the  dyes  decay, 
And  all  its  luftre  fades  away. 

14. 
Such,   Man,  thy  ftate  !   then  humbled,  own 
That  Vanity  and  Thou  are  one  ; 
Thyfelf,  when  in  the  balance  weigh'd, 
A  nothing,  and  thy  life  a  fhade. 

To  thee,  great  God,-  my  knees  I  bend  ; 
To  thee  my  ceafelefs  pray'rs  afcend  ; 

0  let  my  forrows  reach  thine  ears, 

And  mark  my  fighs,  my  groans,  my  tears. 

16. 
God  of  my  Fathers !    here  as  they, 

1  walk  the  Pilgrim  of  a  day  : 

T  2  A  tranfient 


148  .  PSALM    XL. 

A  tranfient  Gueft,  thy  works  admire, 
And  inllant  to  my  home  retire. 

0  fpare  me,   Lord,  awhile,  O  fpare. 
And  nature's  ruin'd  ftrength  repair, 
Ere,  life's  fhort  circuit  wander'd  o'er, 

1  perifli,  and  am  feen  no  more. 

PSALM     XL, 

I. 
TT  TITH  patient  hope  my  God  I  fought ; 
^      He  to  his  Suppliant's  want  his  thought 
Li  happieft  hour  applied  : 
He  from  the  dark  and  miry  pit 
High  on  the  rock  has  rais'd  my  feet ; 
Nor  fear  my  fteps  to  Aide. 

2. 

His  praife  infpires  my  grateful  tongue, 
And  di6lates  to  my  lips  a  fong 
In  ftrains  unheard  before  : 

Admiring 
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Admiring  Crouds  his  work  fhall  fee, 
Their  ftrength  on  him  repofe  with  me, 
With  me  his  name  adore. 

3-   . 
Bleft,  who  in  Thee,  great  God,  confide, 

Nor  madly  truft  the  arm  of  pride. 

And  helps  that  but  betray. 
Thy  mercies,  Lord,   all  praife  furmount, 
Nor  numbers  can  their  fum  recount. 

Nor  words  their  worth  difplay. 

•       *         4- 
Nor  facrifice  thy  love  can  win. 

Nor  offVings  from  the  ftain  of  fin 

Obnoxious  man  fliall  clear  : 
Thy  hand  my  mortal  frame  prepares, 
(Thy  hand,  whofe  fignature  it  bears,} 

And  opes  my  willing  ear. 

And  fince  the  blood  of  Vidlms  flain. 
And  hallow'd  gifts,  attempt  in  vain 
T'  avert  th'  Offender's  doom, 

Myfelf 
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Myfelf  th'  atonement  will  provide ; 
Lo  !    (toucli'd  with  pity  thus  I  criedj) 
I  come,  my  God,  I  come. 

Thy  book,  by  facred  Bards  mirolPd, 
My  full  obedience  has  foretold 

To  thy  myfterious  wdll ; 
His  juft  aflfent  thy  Servant  gives,- 
Thy  words  my  breaft  with  joy  receives, 

^ly  hands  with  zeal  fulfil. 

7- 
The  faithful  Witnefs  to  thy  fame. 

Aloud  thy  juftice  I  proclaim 

To  Abraham's  chofen  Race  ; 
My  lips,   thou  know'ft,  have  ne'er  declin'd 
To  preach  the  theme  by  Thee  injoin'd, 

The  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

8, 
With  ftrong  defire  my  bofom  glows 
Thy  truth  and  mercy  to  difclofe,   . 
In  Man's  relief  difplay'd  : 

Olet 
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O  let  that  truth  difpel  my  woe, 
That  mercy,   Lord,  around  me  throw 
Its  all-prote6\ing  (hade. 

9- 

While  griefs  on  griefs  my  cup  have  mix'd^ 
On  Earth  my  downward  looks  are  fix'd  ; 

The  fins,  whofe  weight  I  bear, 
(Thofe  fins,   that  number 'd  by  the  eye 
The  hairs  that  fiiade  my  head  outvie,) 

My  heart  with  anguifli  tear. 

10. 
Hafi:e  to  thy  Servant's  refcue,  hafte  ; 
My  Soul  by  hoftile  numbers  chas'd, 

To  Thee  dire6ls  its  pray'r. 
In  wild  confufion  backward  borne 
Their  wifh  defeated  let  them  mourn, 

And  loft  in  empty  air. 

II. 

■  • 

Be  fiiame  their  juft  reward  afilgn'd. 
While  round  me  with  relentlefs  mind 
Derifion's  fhout  they  raife  : 

Thy 
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Thy  blifs  let  all  who  feek  Thee  fhare, 
And,  taught  thy  love,  that  love  declare 
In  fongs  of  ceafelefs  praife. 

I  2. 

While  thefe  in  thy  falvation  joy, 
Increafing  griefs  my  thought  employ, 

And  fpeedieft  aid  demand  : 
My  Helper  and  Redeemer,  hear  ; 
O,   inftant  in  my.caufe  appear 

And  reach  thy  faving  hand. 

PSALM     XLL 

I. 
LEST,   who  with  gen'rous  pity  glows, 
Who  learns  to  feel  another's  woes. 
Bows  to  the  poor  Man's  want  his  ear. 
And  wipes  the  helplefs  Orphan's  tear. 

2. 
Who  to  th'  afflidled  gives  relief. 
And  kindly  foothes  each  anxious  grief; 


■^j- 

^  J  \ 


In 
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In  evVy  want,  in  evVy  woe, 
Himfelf  thy  pity,  Lord,  fhall  know. 

3- 
Thy  love  his  life  fhall  guard,   thy  hand 

Give  to  his  lot  the  chofen  land, 

Nor  kave  him  in  the  dreadful  day 

To  unrelenting  Foes  a  prey. 

4- 
When  languid  with  difeafe  and  pain, 

Thou,   Lord,  his  fpirit  wilt  fuftain. 

Prop  with  thine  arm  his  fmking  head, 

And  turn  with  tend'refl:  care  his  bed. 

5- 
O  let  me.   Lord,   thy  mercy  fhare, 

(Thus  to  my  God  I  form'd  the  prayV,) 

Health  to  my  fainting  foul  difpenfe. 

That  humbled  owns  its  dire  offence. 

6. 

''   When  fhall  he  perifh  ?"  Thus  my  foes 
With  ruthlefs  tongue  their  wifh  difclofe  ; 

U  «  Why 
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"  Why  lingers  death's  appointed  hour 
*'  Obhvion  on  his  name  to  pour  ?" 

The  hoftile  Vifitants  appear 
Befide  my  couch,  and  drop  the  tear ; 
Though,   feigning,   o'er  my  griefs  they  mourn. 
Their  hearts  with  fecret  maHce  burn. 

8. 

See  them,  fcarce  parted  from  my  gate, 
Aloud  proclaim  their  fettled  hate  ; 
Now  pleas'd  they  form  fome  dark  defign, 
Now  whifp'ring  thus  in  curfes  join : 

9- 

"   Still  may  the  guilt  unpurg'd  remain, 

*'  That  binds  him  on  the  bed  of  pain  ; 
*'  Nor  let  him  from  that  bed  arife, 
'*  But  clofe  in  endlefs  deep  his  eyes." 

lO. 

Yea  Thou,  the  Friend  to  whom  my  heart 
Its  inmoft  counfels  wont  t'  impart, 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  Thou,   in  fubtlety  difguis  li, 

The  man  whom  chief  of  friends  I  pviz'd  ; — 

i  I. 

For  whom  the  focial  board  I  fpread, 
And  broke  with  hb'ral  hand  my  bread, 
With  Hfted  heel,   (fevere  return  !) 
The  partner  of  thy  breaft  couldft  fpurn. 

12. 

Maker  of  all !  be  Thou  my  guard  ; 
Give  me,   (my  ftrength  by  Thee  repair'd) 
Give  me  to  teach  the  faithlefs  Band 
To  own  the  juftice  of  thy  hand. 

So,  while  my  prayVs  indulg'd  approve 
My  foul  the  obje6l  of  thy  love, 
My  Foes,  with  inward  anguifh  lorn, 
Shall  each  his  blafted  triumphs  mourn. 

14. 

And  I,  for  Thou  thy  aid  fhalt  yield, 
In  innocence  of  heart  upheld, 

U  2  Thy 
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Thy  courts  fliall  eter  tread,  and  there 
The  fahiefs  of  thy  prefeiice  (hare. 

O  thankful  blefs  th'  Almighty  Lord^ 
The  God  by  Jacob's  Sons  ador'd  ; 
With  joyful  hearts  his  love  proclaim, 
And  praife,   O  praife,  his  holy  name. 

16. 
His  fame,  ere  time  its  courfe  began. 
O'er  heav'n's  wide  region  echoing  ran  ; 
To  him  through  endlefs  ages  raife 
One  fong  of  oft-repeated  praife. 

PSALM     XLII. 

I. 

A   S  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  fprings, 
-^  -^  So  longs  my  Soul,  O  King  of  Kings, 
Thy  face  in  near  approach  to  fee. 
So  thirfts,  great  Source  of  life,  for  Thee. 


With 
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2. 
With  ardent  zeal,   with  ftrong  defires 
To  Thee,  to  Thee  my  Soul  afpires  ; 
When  fhall  I  reach  thy  bieft  abode  ? 
When  meet  the  prefence  of  my  God  ?. 

o 

Tears,  Lord,  thou  know^ft,  have  been  my  bread, 

By  day,   by  night,   profufely  fhed, 

While  thus  they  urge  me  to  defpair  ; 

''  Where's  now  thy-  God,  thou  Outcafl:,  where  E'' 

While  troubles.   Lord,  befet  my  foul, 
My  bufied  thoughts  tumultuous  roll, 
To  Thee  my  heart  afcends  in  pray'r. 
And  In  thy  bofom  pours  its  care  ;  — 

5- 

And  oft  In  luxury  of  woe 

Back  to  thofe  happier  hours  I  go,. 

When  up  fair  Slon's  high  afcent 

The  Tribes  in  long  proceflion  went ;  — 

There 
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6. 

There,  while  thy  praife  in  grateful  fongs 
Refounded  from  a  thoufand  tongues^ 
I,  rank'd  amid  the  feftive  train, 
Exulting  trod  thy  hallow'd  fane. 

7- 
Why  thus,   my  Soul,  with  care  opprefs'd  ? 

And  whence  the  woes  that  fill  my  breaft  ? 

In  all  thy  cares,   in  all  thy  woes, 

On  God  thy  ftedfafl:  hope  repofe. 

8. 
To  Him  my  thanks  (hall  ftill  be  paid, 
My  fure  defence,   my  conftant  aid ; 
His  name  my  zeal  fhall  ever  raife, 
And  di61ate  to  my  Hps  his  praife. 

9- 

When  various  griefs  befet  my  foul, 

My  thoughts  with  vain  impatience  roll, 
Thy  mercies.  Lord,  before  my  eyes 
Shall  yet  in  fweet  remembrance  rife; 

Though 
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10. 
Though  now  with  mournful  ftep  and  flow 
O'er  Jordan's  lonely  banks  I  go, 
And,   exil'd  from  thy  much-lov'd  dome, 
On  diftant  Hermon  penfive  roam. 

1 1. 
Deeps  to  confed'rate  deeps  aloud 
Have  call'd,   and  from  the  burfting  cloud 
Their  licens'd  rage  the  ftorms  have  fhed 
And  heap'd  the  billows  o'er  my  head. 

I  2. 
Yet  'midft  the  ftorm,  and  'midft  the  wave, 
Thy  love  the  beams  of  comfort  gave  ; 
Thy  name  by  day  employs  my  tongue, 
By  night  infpires  my  pray'r,   and  fong, 

God  of  my  ftrength,  attend  my  cry, 
Say  why,  my  great  preferver,  why, 
Excluded  from  thy  fight  I  go. 
And  bend  beneath  a  weight  of  woe  ? 

Why 
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14. 

Why  fliarpcr  than  the  biting  fteel 

Th'  infuhing  Foe's  reproach  I  feel, 

While  thus  they  urge  me  to  defpair : 

*'   Where's  now  thy  God,  thou  Outcaft,  where  ?" 

Why  thus,  my  Soul,   with  care  opprefs'd  ? 
And  whence  the  woes  that  fill  my  breaft  ? 
In  all  thy  cares,   in  all  thy  woes. 
On  God  thy  ftedfaft  hope  repofe  ; 

16. 
To  Him  my  thanks  {hall  ftill  be  paid, 
My  fure  defence,  my  conftant  aid; 
His  name  my  zeal  fhall  ever  raife, 
And  di6late  to  my  lips  his  praife. 


PSALM 


i6- 


PSALM     XLIII. 

I. 
dr\  Weigh  me,  Lord,  in  equal  fcale,. 
^^^   And  let  my  injur'd  caufe  prevail 
G  fave  me  from  an  impious  Throng, 
The  Sons  of  violence  and  wrong. 

2. 

God  of  my  ftrength,  to  Thee  I  cry  ; 
Say  why,  by  Thee  reje6led,   why, 
I  bend  beneath  a  weight  of  woe, 
And  bear  the  infults  of  the  Foe. 

O  let  thy  light  attend  my  way, 

Thy  truth  afford  its  fteady  ray,  ?^^ 

To  Sion's  hill  dire6l  my  feet. 

And  bring  me  to  thy  hallow'd  feat. 

Admitted  to  thy  altars  there, 

My  hands  to  Thee  the  gift  fhall  bear, 

X  Whofe 
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Whofe  mercies,  to  my  heart  reveal'd, 
A  theme  of  endlefs  tranfport  yield. 

5- 

Thy  praife,  O  God,  my  God,  the  lyre 

Shall  wake,  thy  love  its  fong  infpire, 
And  thankful  teach  the  rapt'rous  lay 
Thy  bounteous  goodnefs  to  difplay. 

6. 

Why  thus,  my  foul,  with  care  opprefs'd  ? 
And  whence  the  woes  that  fill  my  breaft? 
In  all  thy  cares,  in  all  thy  woes, 
On  God  thy  ftedfafi:  hope  repofe. 

To  Him  my  thanks  fliall  ftill  be  paid, 
My  fure  defence,  my  conftant  aid  ; 
His  name  my  zeal  fhall  ever  raife, 
And  didate  to  my  hps  his  praife. 


PSALM 
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I. 


'T^ AUGHT  by  our  Sires,  great  God,  our  ear 

-*-     Thv  wond'rous  a6ls  has  wak'd  to  hear, 
The  mercies  to  their  Tribes  reveal'd, 
When  ages  long  o'erpaft  beheld  ^ 

By  thee  diflodg'd  an  impious  Race 
Yield  to  their  chofen  Seed  a  place  ;  — 

2. 

When  Ifrael's  Sons,   thy  Foes  overthrown, 
Obtained  polTeilions  not  their  own ; 
Where,  planted  by  the  hand  divine, 
With  large  increafe  their  profp'ring  Line 
Are  blefs'd,   and,   nourifh'd  by  thy  care, 
The  fulnefs  of  thy  bounty  (hare. 


3- 


For  not  the  arm  of  human  might, 
Nor  fword  of  fteel,   upheld  their  right ; 
Thy  pow'r  exerted  in  their  aid, 
Thy  prefence  o'er  their  heads  difplay'd, 

X  2  Proclaim 'd 
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Proclalm'd  them  favoured  from  on  high, 
And  bade  each  force  before  them  fly. 

Thee,  Lord,  my  Khig,  and  Thee  alone, 
Attentive  to  thy  laws  I  own ; 
Indulgent  ftill,   almighty  Friend, 
Thy  arm  in  Ifrael's  caufe  extend, 
And  let  us,  on  thy  aid  reclin'd, 
Thee  ftill  our  great  falvation  find. 

5- 

Through  Thee  our  Hofts  unmov'd  fhall  ftand, 
Strike  with  the  horn  each  adverfe  Band, 
Thy  name  invok'd,   their  fury  meet, 
And  tread  them  breathlefs  at  their  feet ; 
Not  from  our  fword  or  from  our  bow 
Our  fouls  fuch  confidence  fhall  know. 

6. 

Thou,  Lord,  each  adverfe  powV  fhalt  quell, 
Thy  ftrength  their  gathering  troops  difpel ; 

That 
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That  ftrength  our  boaft,   tliy  hallow'd  name, 
Our  hymns  of  loudeft  praife  iliall  claim, 
While  time  (hall  roll  its  rapid  tide, 
And  day  and  night  thy  works  divide. 

7- 
O  Lord,   thy  wonted  aid  withheld, 

Repuls'd,   afham'd,   we  quit  the  field  ; 

No  more  we  fee,   to  battle  led, 

Th'  almighty  Conqu'ror  at  our  head, 

But  quick  retreat  in  wild  difmay, 

Abandon'd  to  our  Foes  a  prey. 

8. 

Beneath  thy  anger  now^  we  groan, 

The  Flock,  whom  thou  hadft  feal'd  thine  own. 

As  beafts  for  food  decreed  we  die. 

Or,   fpar'd,   as  worthlefs  in  thine  eye, 

See  !   fold  for  nouo-ht  our  Lords  we  chano-e. 

And  lofl  through  diftant  climates  range. 


Each 
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Each  neighb'ring  realm  VN^th  fcornful  gaze 
Thy  People's  ruin'd  ftate  furveys  ; 
Our  name,   amid  the  Nations  round, 
A  proverb  in  each  mouth  is  found  ; 
AfTembled  Crouds  infulting  ftand, 
And  fierce  derifion  claps  the  hand. 

lo. 

How  feels  my  heart  the  dire  difgrace  ! 
How  glows  with  ceafelefs  fliame  my  face. 
While  thus,   divefted  of  thy  fear. 
With  keen  reproach  they  wound  my  ear, 
And  with  revengeful  hand  fulfil 
The  di6lates  of  their  lawlefs  will ! 

II. 

Though  torn  with  grief,   with  dread  opprefs'd, 
Thou,   Lord,   canft  witnefs  that  our  breafl 
Its  trufl:  from  Thee  has  ne'er  remov'd. 
Nor  faithlefs  to  thy  compadl  prov'd ; 

For 
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For  lo  !   the  dictates  of  thy  law 
Our  thoughts  to  full  obedience  awe  : 

I  2. 
No  Lord,   but  Thee,   thy  Servants  greet, 
Nor  w^ander  from  thy  paths  our  feet, 
Though,  fir'd  with  ceafelefs  rage,  a  Croud 
Advance,   and  round  us  roar  aloud. 
Though  'midfl  the  dragon's  haunts  we  tread, 
And  death's  dark  fhades  are  o'er  us  fpread. 

If,  ever,  of  the  name  divine 

Forgetful,   we  our  faith  refign  ; 

Or  if,  averfe  to  thy  command. 

To  ftranger  Gods  we  lift  the  hand, 

Say,  fhall  our  crime  thy  fearch  elude, 

Whofe  eyes  our  inmoft  thoughts  have  viewed  ? 

Thy  caufe  we  ftill  avow  ;  thy  caufe 
The  hoftile  fw^ord  againft  us  draws, 

And 
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And  numbers  to  the  death  our  trahi. 
As  (heep,   whofe  blood  the  hallow'd  fane, 
Before  the  altar's  kindled  flames, 
By  regular  allotment  claims. 

Arife,   eternal  God,   arife  ; 

Why  fits  this  flumber  on  thine  eyes  ? 

Awake,   nor  from  thy  care  expel 

Thy  once  regarded  Ifrael  ; 

Say  why  from  our  afflided  Race, 

Why  veils  th'  impervious  cloud  thy  face  ? 

1 6. 
O  tell  us  why  thine  ear  denies 
To  hear  thy  captive  People's  cries, 
As  funk  with  forrow's  weight  we  bend. 
And  proftrate  in  the  duft  defcend ; 
Arife,   thy  faving  pow'r  difclofe. 
And  heal  with  pitying  hand  our  woes. 


PSALM 
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r. 

A  yTY  heart  its  noblefl:  theme  has  found  : 
•^^-■"  O  Thou,  with  regal  fplendor  crowned, 
Thy  pow'r,  thy  greatnefs  taught  to  know, 
How  fhall  my  Hps  with  praife  o'erflow ! 

2. 
To  Thee  the  grateful  ftrains  belong  ^ 
Thy  worth  fhall  bid  my  willing  tongue, 
Quick  as  the  pen  of  readieft  art, 
The  di6tates  of  my  foul  impart. 

3- 
Hail,  fairer  than  the  Sons  of  Men  ! 

Grace  on  thy  lips  and  beauty  reign. 

That  fpeak  Thee  honour'd  from  above, 

And  bleft  with  God's  eternal  love. 

Hail,  Thou,  whom  Nations  own  their  Lord  ! 
Gird  on  thy  thigh  the  glitt'ring  fword, 

Y  By 
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By  mercy,  truth,  and  juftice  led, 
Ride  glorious  on,  thy  conquefts  fpread, 

5- 
Thy  ilubborn  Foes,  a  guilty  Race, 

Thy  hand  with  faithful  fearch  fliall  trace, 

Mark,   as  their  crimes  for  vengeance  call. 

And  teach  thy  terrors  where  to  fall :  — 

While,   edg'd  with  wrath,  thy  evVy  dart 
Shall  pierce  fome  proud  Oppofer's  heart, 
Aflert  the  caufe  of  Judah's  King, 
And  dip  in  impious  blood  its  wing. 

O  God,  through  ages  lafts  thy  throne, 
Thy  fceptre  juftice  calls  her  own, 
Thy  heart  th'  all  perfedl  law  purfues. 
And  guilt  with  fix'd  abhorrence  views. 

8. 

For  this  thy  God,  who  rules  the  (kies. 
Has  o'er  thine  equals  bid  Thee  rife, 


And, 
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And,  pleasM,  the  oil  of  gladncfs  filed 
In  large  profufion  on  thy  head. 

9. 

Myrrh,  aloes,  caflia,  to  the  fenfe 
Their  all-reviving  fweets  difpenfe, 
While,  recent  from  the  iv'ry  cell, 
Their  mingled  odours  round  Thee  dw^elL 

10. 

Their  Daughters  mightiefl:  Kings  behold 
Amid  thy  virgin  Train  inroll'd  ; 
And,  feated  on  thy  right,  the  Queen 
Array'd  in  robes  of  gold  is  feen. 

II, 

Hear,  Daughter,  and  attentive  w^eigh 
The  precepts  of  the  heav'n-taught  lay ; 
Within  thy  thought  retain  no  more 
Thy  Father's  houfe  and  native  fhore  : 

12. 

So  fhall  the  King  delighted  fee 
Thy  fpotlefs  form ;  and  O,  be  He, 

Y  2  That 
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That  Lord,  whom  heav'n's  high  Hofts  revere, 
Thy  only  love,   thy  only  fear. 

Imperial  Tyre,  that,  thron'd  on  high, 
O'er  fubjedl  feas  extends  her  eye. 
Her  gifts,  O  Prince,  fhall  bring  to  Thee, 
And  fuppliant  nobles  ftoop  the  knee. 

14. 

The  Virgin,   offspring  of  a  King, 
Whom  now  thy  happy  choice  we  fing, 
Herfelf,   with  each  perfe6lion  bleft. 
Ere  Thee  fhe  greets,  affumes  the  veft ;  — 

That  veft,  where  'mid  th'  inwoven  gold, 
A  thoufand  colours  we  behold. 
That,  kindled  by  the  beams  of  day, 
The  needle's  utmoft  art  difplay. 

16. 

By  eminence  of  beauty  known 
Amidft  her  fair  aflbciates,  on 


She 
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She  moves,  and  joys  with  them  to  tread 
The  paths  that  to  thy  prefence  lead. 

No  more  the  Partrlachs  of  thy  hne  ^ 

In  time's  long  records  chief  (hall  fhinc  ; 
Thy  greater  Sons,  to  empire  born. 
Its  future  annals  fhall  adorn  ;  — 

18. 
Thy  powV  to  them  derived  difplay, 
And  ftretch  thro'  earth  their  boundlefs  fway ; 
O'er  fubjedl  realms  their  wide  command 
Through  diftant  times  comfirm'd  fhall  ftand  ;  — 

19. 

Thofe  realms,  while  thus  to  Thee  I  raife 
A  lafting  monument  of  praife, 
With  thankful  voice  fhall  join  the  ftrain, 
And  own  the  bleffings  of  thy  reign. 


PSALM 
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I. 

/^N  Thee,  great  Ruler  of  the  fkles, 
^-^   On  Thee  our  ftedfafl:  hope  reHes  ; 
When  hoftlle  pow'rs  agahift  us  join, 
What  aid  fo  prefent,  Lord,  as  thine  ? 

2. 
By  Thee  fecur'd,  no  fears  we  own, 
Though  earth,  convulsed,  beneath  us  groan, 
Though  tempefts  o'er  her  furface  fweep, 
And  whirl  her  hills  into  the  deep  ;  — 

3- 

Though,  arm'd  with  rage,  before  our  eyes 

That  deep  in  all  its  horrors  rife. 
While,  as  the  tumult  fpreads  around, 
The  mountains  tremble  at  the  found. 

4- 
Behold  fair  Sion's  bleft  retreat, 

Where  God  has  fix'd  his  awful  feat ; 


Whofq 
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Whofe  walls  to  heav'n's  Almighty  Lord 
His  chofen  refidence  afford. 

5- 
No  tempefts  there  licentious  ftray, 

But  foft  along  their  level  way 

The  facred  ftreams  their  courfe  maintain, 

And  crown  with  health  her  happy  plain. 

6. 

God,  ever  watchful,  ever  nigh, 
Bids  ftorms  around  her  harmlefs  fly  ; 
His  early  care  each  Foe  withftands, 
And  backward  turns  the  yielding  Bands, 

7- 
See,  rous'd  by  difcord's  fierce  alarms, 

The  headlong  Nations  rufh  to  arms  ; 

But  God  aloud  afferts  his  fway. 

And  earth's  whole  fabrick  melts  away. 

8. 

On  heavVs  high  Lord  our  truft  we  build; 
The  God  of  Jacob  is  our  fhield ; 

His 
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flis  arm,  exerted  In  our  right, 

Shall  turn  each  adverfe  powV  to  flight. 

O  come,  behold  a  fcene  of  dread, 
Behold  a  world  with  flaughter  fpread; 
And  know,   'tis  God  who  bids  each  land 
Thus  feel  the  terrors  of  his  hand. 

10. 
'Tis  His,   again  the  earth  to  chear, 
To  break  the  bow,  to  fnap  the  fpear. 
To  wrap  in  flames  the  glitt'ring  car, 
And  hufli  the  tumult  of  the  war. 

1 1. 

Be  fl:ill,  ye  Sons  of  pride,  and  own 
That  I  am  God,  and  I  alone  ; 
Exalted  o'er  each  heathen  land, 
Exalted  o'er  the  earth  I  ftand. 

12. 

On  heav'n's  high  Lord  our  truft  we  "build ; 
The  God  of  Jacob  is  our  fliield, 


His 
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His  arm,  exerted  in  our  right, 

Shall  turn  each  adverfe  Pow'r  to  flight. 


PSALM      XLVIL 

I. 
A  RISE,  ye  People,  clap  the  hand; 
"^  -^     Exulting  ftrike  the  chord  : 
Let  ev'ry  ifle,   and  ev'ry  land, 
Confefs  th'  Almighty  Lord, 

2. 

How  awful  his  myfterious  name  ! 

How  high  advanc'd  his  feat  ! 
Who  bids  the  Nations  own  our  claim, 

And  cafts  them  at  our  feet. 

3- 

He  to  our  lot  a  land  afliign'd, 

His  favour'd  Jacob's  boaft, 
And  bleft  with  gifts  of  various  kind 
Her  health-incircled  coaft. 

Z  Hear, 
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4- 
Hear,  while  the  fhouts  wide-echoing  round 

Th'  afcending  God  proclaim, 

The  anfw'ring  trump  through  heav'n  refound. 

And  fhake  its  vaulted  frame. 

Sing  to  our  God  ;  in  loudeft  ftrain 
Perpetual  praifes  fing  ; 
O'er  earth's  wide  bounds  extends  his  reign  ; 
O  praife  our  God  and  King. 

6. 

Prepare,  prepare,  with  tuneful  art, 

In  one  aflembled  Throng, 
Your  fhares  of  harmony  to  part, 

And  raife  the  heav'n-taught  fong. 

7- 
His  fway  the  Sons  of  human  kind 

With  humblefl:  homage  own  ; 

And  fandlity,  with  pow'r  combined, 

Supports  his  lafting  throne. 


Kinp:s 
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8. 

Xings  from  afar  convened  behold, 

Whofe  breads  with  zeal  have  glow'd, 

Among  the  Tribes  to  ftand  inroll'd, 
That  bow  to  Abraham's  God. 

For  He,  whofe  hands  amid  the  fkies 

Th'  eternal  fceptre  wield. 
To  earth's  whole  Race  his  care  applies, 

And  o'er  them  fpreads  the  fhield. 

PSALM     XLVIIL 

I. 
y^REAT  is  our  God  :  with  warmefl:  zeal 
^^^    O  let  his  name  be  bleft, 
Within  the  precIncSls  of  his  hill, 
And  city  of  his  reft. 

2, 

Fair  is  that  hill ;  how  wondrous  fair  ! 
Imperial  Sion's  feat : 

Z  2  There 
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There  centres,  Earth,  thy  joy,  and  there 
Its  meafure  owns  complete. 

3- 
Her  walls,  while  there  his  lov'd  recefs 

The  northern  heav'n  furveys, 

With  fafety  God  vouchfafes  to  blefs, 

And  pleas'd  her  fceptre  fways. 

4- 
Earth's  haughty  Monarchs  thither  came  ; 

They  came,   they  faw,   they  fled. 

Amazement  fhook  their  inmofi:  frame, 

And  undiflembled  dread. 

5- 
Such  fears  they  fliare  as  Matrons  find 

That  feel  th'  increafing  throe, 

Struck  by  that  God,  whofe  fhatt'ring  wind 

Thy  fhips,  O  Tharfis,  know. 

6. 

Lord  1  what  our  ears  long  fince  have  known, 
Our  eyes  delighted  trace, 

Thv 
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Thy  love  in  long  fucceffion  fhown 
To  Salem's  chofen  Race. 

Thrice  bleft  abode  !   whofe  evVy  towV 

By  Thee  fupported  ftands, 
That  God,  whofe  wide  extended  pow'r 

Th'  ethereal  Hoft  commands. 

8. 

When,  proftrate  at  thy  hallow'd  Ihrine, 

Thy  mercies  each  fiirveys, 
Tranfported  with  the  view,  we  join 

In  wonder,   love,   and  praifc. 

Thy  name,  through  earth's  wide  confines  fpread, 

Eternal  honours  crown  ; 
Each  fentence  by  thy  hand  decreed 

Fair  juftice  ftamps  her  own. 

10. 

Let  Sion's  heav'n-devoted  mount 
With  fhouts  of  triumph  ring, 

And 
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And  Judali's  Daughters  pleas'd  recount 
The  judgments  of  her  King. 

I  I. 
Go,  walk  her  facred  ftreets  along, 

And  let  her  tow'rs  be  told  ; 
With  curious  eye  her  bulwarks  ftrong 

And  beauteous  domes  behold. 

1  2. 

So  fhall  the  fair  defcription  laft, 

Preferv'd  in  full  record, 
And  tell  what  glories  once  have  grac'd 

The  feat  of  Jacob's  Lord. 

To  him  our  thankful  hearts  fhall  bow, 

Nor  own  a  God  befide  ; 
To  life's  laft  period  him  avow 

The  ever  faithful  Guide. 


PSALM 
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I. 

'VT^E  Nations,  hear  ;  ye  Sons  of  earth, 

-■-     Of  higheft  or  obfcureft  birth, 
Ye  who  from  wealth's  full  board  are  fed^ 
And  ye  who  eat  with  toil  your  bread. 

2. 

My  words  with  juft  attention  weigh, 
And  Hften  to  the  hallow'd  lay  ; 
While,  touch'd  with  holy  fire,  my  tongue 
Forms  to  the  harp  the  myftic  fong. 

3- 

My  lips  (hall  wifdom's  leffons  yield. 

My  heart,   with  nobleft  fcience  fill'd, 
Shall  prompt  me  with  obedient  car 
The  heaven-defcending  truths  to  hear. 

4- 
Why  (hould  my  foul  with  anxious  dread 

Behold  the  Foes  around  me  fpread, 


Who 
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Wlio  build  on  wealth  their  truft,  and  ftorc 
In  boafted  heaps  the  glitt'rlng  ore  1 

5- 

"Ceafe,   Mortals,  ceafe  your  pride  ;  nor  dream 

That  riches  fliall  from  death  redeem, 
Or  from  the  all-difpofing  hand 
A  Brother's  forfeit  life  demand. 

6. 

In  vain  would  friendiliip's  zeal  eflay 

The  full  equivalent  to  pay, 

In  vain  the  flitting  breath  to  fave. 

And  plead  exemption  from  the  grave  ;  — 

7- 
In  vain,  though  Ophir's  wealthiefl;  mine 

Its  treafures  to  the  purchafe  join  ; 

Then,  taught  the  foul's  beft  price  to  know,  , 

At  once  the  frantic  thought  forego. 

8. 
Thou  feefl:  the  Man  in  wifdom's  fchool 
Long  tutor'd,  like  the  untaught  Fool 

To 
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To  death  fiibmit,  and  leave  his  Heir 
His  heaps  of  gather 'd  wealth  to  fhare. 

What  though  they  build  the  dome  fublime, 
Proof  to  the  rage  of  eating  time, 
While  lands,   fubjeded  to  their  claim, 
Take  from  their  haughty  Lord  a  name  :  — 

10. 
Yet  Man,   with  erring  pride  elate, 
And  high  in  pow'r,   in  honour  great, 
Shares  with  the  brute  an  equal  doom, 
And  fleeps  forgotten  in  the  tomb, 

1 1. 

Their  hope,   thus  fond,   thus  faithlefs  found, 
Their  Sons  afllime  ;   in  endlefs  round 
Another  and  another  Race 
Their  Fathers'  wayward  fteps  fhall  trace. 

12.  . 
Together  now  behold  them  laid. 

As  fheep,  when  night  extends  her  (hade, 

A  a  While 
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While  death  within  the  vaulted  rock, 

Stern  Shepherd,  guards  the  flumb'ring  Flocks 

Corruption  there  its  work  fhall  ply, 
And,  wrapt  in  darknefs  as  they  lie. 
Each  feature  fair,  each  boafted  grace. 
With  unrelenting  hand  efface. 

14. 
Ye  Juft,   exulting  lift  your  eyes  ; 
Behold  the  promised  morn  arife. 
That  bids  you,  o'er  each  haughty  Foe 
Exalted,   endlefs  triumphs  know. 

My  foul,  amidft  your  happy  train. 
The  wifh'd  redemption  fhall  obtain, 
By  God  adopted,   death  fliall  brave. 
And  mock  the  difappointed  grave. 

16. 
Let  not  the  fight  thy  heart  difmay. 
If  Man's  proud  Offspring  thou  furvey 


With 
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With  growing  wealth  incircled  round, 
Or  mark  his  houfe  with  honours  crown'd. 

17- 
Think  not  his  treafures,   at  his  end. 

Shall  with  him  to  the  grave  defcend, 

Or  the  vain  pomp,  that  ttrikes  thy  view, 

Through  death's  dark  fliade  its  Lord  purfue. 

18. 
His  life  with  each  delight  was  fraught, 
How^  blefs'd  his  pamper'd  foul  its  lot  ! 
Thee  too,  w^hile  pleafure  crowns  thy  days, 
Admiring  Crouds  perchance  may  praife  ;  — 

19. 

Yet  thou,  like  him,   the  w^ay  (halt  tread. 
Which,  one  by  one,   thy  Sires  have  led, 
And  'midft  th'  impenetrable  gloom 
Shalt  find  with  them  thy  lafting  home. 

20. 
For  Man,  with  erring  pride  elate 
And  high  in  powV,   in  honour  great, 

A  a  2  Shares 
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Shares  with  the  brute  an  equal  doom, 
And  fleeps  forgotten  in  the  tomb* 


PSALM      L. 

r. 
^T^HE  Lord,  th'  almighty  Monarch,  fpake, 
•^     And  bade  the  earth  the  fummons  take, 
Far  as  his  eyes  the  realms  furvey 
Of  rifing  and  declining  day. 

Reveal'd  from  Sion's  facred  bound, 
The  feat  with  matchlefs  beauty  crown'd, 
Our  God  his  courfe  fhall  downward  bend, 
Nor  filent  to  his  work  defcend. 

At  his  approach  the  fire  fhall  blaze. 
And  kindled  pour  its  ftreaming  rays  ; 
Devouring  flames  fliall  march  before, 
And  mightieft  tempefls  round  hirn  roar. 

Heav'n 
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Heav'n  from  above  fliall  hear  his  call, 

And  thou,  the  vaft  terreftrial  ball  ! 

While  man's  whole  Race  their  Judge  fhall  meet. 

In  countlefs  Throngs  before  his  feat. 

5- 
*'   My  Saints  colle61:  from  diftant  poles, 

*'   Colle61  the  jufi:  and  faithful  Souls, 

"   With  whom  my  compact  firm  has  flood, 

*'   Seal'd  with  the  fpotlcfs  vidiim's  blood." 

6. 

Th'  applauding  hcav'ns  the  changelcfs  doom, 

While  God  the  balance  Ihall  alTume, 

In  full  memorial  fliall  record, 

And  own  the  juftice  of  their  Lord. 

7- 
With  humblefl:  awe,   my  People,   hear  ; 

For  God,   thy  God,   his  voice  fliall  rear  : 

Myfelf,   O  Ifrael,   will  atteft 

The  guilt  that  flains  thy  erring  breaft. 

Though 
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a. 

Thougrh  at  the  altar's  kindled  fire 
No  bleeding  vi61im  iliould  expire, 
Not  ritual  facrifice  withheld 
My  theme  of  juft  complaint  fhall  yield. 

Still  let  thy  flail  the  fteer  detain, 
Still  let  thy  goat  untouch'd  remain 
Amidft  his  herd-mates  ;  from  thy  hands 
Nor  goat,  nor  fteer  thy  Lord  demands. 

10. 

Mine  are  the  beafts  that  range  the  wood, 
Mine  all  the  tame  or  favage  brood, 
Whofe  train  the  earth's  wide  pafture  fills, 
And  wanders  o'er  her  thoufand  hills. 

II. 

Each  fowl,   that  from  its  airy  flight 
Defcends  upon  the  mountain's  height, 
Each  brute,  that  o'er  the  champaign  ftrays. 
My  all-obferving  eye  furveys. 

Admit, 
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I  2. 
Admit,  I  hunger  ;  (hall  thy  God 
Defcend  from  thee  to  afk  his  food, 
Lord  of  the  world,  and  all  its  ftore, 
Thy  aid,  thou  Child  of  earth,  implore  ? 

13- 
Shall  bulls  to  eafe  my  want  be  flain. 

Or  blood  of  goats  my  thirft  reftrain  ? 

Go,   fuppliant  at  my  altar  bow, 

And  pay  thy  thanks,  and  pay  thy  vow. 

14. 
Be  this  thy  off 'ring  :   in  thy  woes 
On  me  with  ftedfafi:  hope  repofe  ; 
So  fhall  my  ear  receive  thy  prayV, 
And,  grateful,  thou  my  mercy  fliare. 

Thou  wretch,  by  difcipline  unaw'd, 
(Thus  to  the  impious  fpeaks  my  God,) 
Thy  fecret  crimes  to 'me  are  known  ; 
I  fee  my  laws  behind  thee  thrown. 

And 
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i6. 

And  thou,   dofi:  thou  with  lips  profane 
The  precepts  of  my  will  explain, 
And,  rank'd  thyfelf  amid  my  Foes, 
My  terms  of  ofter'd  grace  propofe  ? 

I?- 

Say,  has  the  Thief  to  thee  applied, 

And  thou  thy  wanted  aid  denied  ? 
Or  fail'd  th'  AdultVer  e'er  to  fee 
A  Partner  of  his  guilt  in  thee  ? 

i8. 
Trained  in  each  well-diffembled  art 
To  veil  the  purpofe  of  thine  heart, 
Thy  tongue  to  fraud  has  loos'd  the  reins, 
And  lie  with  lie  conne6led  feigns. 

ic,, 
HafI:  thou  not  fat,  with  cruel  aim 
Refle6ling  on  a  Brother's  fame, 
And  with  invented  fcandal  ftain'd 
Whom  erfi:  one  womb  with  thee  contain'd  ? 

While 
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2  O. 

While  yet  my  anger  I  fupprefs'd 
Within  the  fecrets  of  my  bread, 
And  filent  deign'd  thy  crimes  to  fee, 
Thy  folly  pi61ur'd  Me  Hke  Thee. 

But  foon  my  opening  lips  fhall  yield 
The   juft  rebuke  fo  long  withheld, 
And  bid,   before  thy  confcious  eyes, 
Thy  guilt  in  all  its  horror  rife. 

22. 
Ye  Souls  forgetful  of  my  fear. 
With  full  regard  my  didlates  hear  ; 
Left,  at  my  word,  your  life  the  grave 
Demand,  and  none  be  nigh  to  fave. 

23- 

Who  yields  the  facrifice  of  praife, 
His  bcft-accepted  homage  pays  : 
Who  forms  his  fteps  aright,   fhall  know 
What  joys  from  my  falvation  flow. 

B  b  PSALM 
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I. 
/^  LORD,  whofe  mercies  vaft  amount, 
^^^   Nor  words,   nor  numbers  can  recount, 
Let  now  thy  clemency  divine 
Confpicuous  in  my  pardon  fhine. 

2. 

O  kt  the  fulnefs  of  thy  grace 
Each  error  of  my  life  effiice, 
Its  influence  to  my  foul  convey, 
And  wafh  my  ev'ry  ftain  away. 

My  confcious  heart  its  guilt  iliall  own  ; 
My  deed  to  Thee,  and  Thee  alone 
Obnoxious,   nor  the  day,   nor  night 
Conceals  from  my  abhorring  fight. 

Right  is  thy  fentence,  holieft  Lord, 
^God  of  my  hope !  thy  ev'ry  word 


In 
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In  trutVs  unvarying  balance  weigh'd. 
Thy  ev'ry  a6l  by  juftice  fway'd. 

5- 

Thou  from  the  birth  my  foul  couldft  view, 
As  fhap'd  in  fin  my  breath  I  drew, 
And  feeft  me  guilt's  tranfmiflive  ftain 
Through  life's  revolving  courfe  retain. 

6. 

But  thy  decrees,  Almighty  Sire, 
Integrity  of  heart  require; 
Thy  hand,   corre6live  of  my  will, 
Shall  wifdom  in  my  breafl:  inflill. 

7- 
With  hallow'd  hyfTop  fprinkled  o*er, 

My  foul  its  fpots  fhall  mourn  no  more,  , 

But,  cleans'd  by  thee,  the  whitenef*  know 

That  clothes  the  new-defcended  fnow. 

8. 

How  {hall  my  ear  thy  pardoning  voice 
Tranfported  welcome  1  How  rejoice 

B   b    2  My 
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My  bones,  with  vital  moifture  fill'd, 

That,  crufh'd  by  Thee,  by  Thee  are  hedM  1 

9- 
O  turn,  great  Ruler  of  the  fkies, 

Turn  from  my  fin  thy  fearching  eyes, 

Nor  let  th'  offences  of  my  hand 

Within  thy  book  recorded  ftand. 

l€). 
Give  me  a  will  to  thine  fubdtiM, 
A  confcience  pure,  a  foui  renew'd. 
Nor  let  me,  wrapt  in  endlefs  gloom, 
An  Outcaft  from  thy  prefence  roam^ 

1 1 . 

O  let  thy  Spirit  to  my  heart, 

Once  more  his  quick'ning  aid  impart, 

My  mind  from  ^vVy  fear  releafe, 

And  foothe  my  troubled  thoughts  to  peace. 

So  fhall  the  Souls,  whom  error's  fway 
Has  urg'd  from  Thee,  blefl  Lord,  to  iiray. 

From 
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From  Me  thy  heav'nly  precepts  learn, 
And  humbled  to  their  God  return. 

O  would  thy  heahng  grace  beftow'd 
Abfolve  me  from  my  debt  of  blood, 
How  (hould  my  breafi:  with  tranfport  glow, 
What  gratitude  my  heart  o'erflow  ! 

14. 
How  fhould  my  tongue  thy  juflice  fing, 
Invifible,   immortal  King, 
And,   long  as  breath  extends  my  days. 
The  God  o£  my  ialvation  praife  ! 

Not  vidiras,  Lord,  in  folemn  rite 
Prefented,   thy  deiire  excite, 
Elfe  fhould  my  hand  with  zealous  care 
Th'  exa6led  holocauil  prepare. 

16. 

Prompt  is  thy  powV,  when  ills  invade, 
The  meek  and  contrite  Soul  to  aid : 

A  fpirit 
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A  Spirit  griev*d  is  facrifice 
Delightful  to  th'  all-feeing  eyes. 

The  heart,  that  taught  its  guilt  to  know, 
Repentant  heaves  with  inward  woe, 
Shall  find  its  prayV,  its  groans,   its  fighs, 
To  Thee  in  full  acceptance  rife. 

18. 
Thy  grace  to  Sion,  Lord,  extend, 
And  bid  fair  Salem's  walls  afcend  ; 
So  fhall  the  Sons  of  Jacob's  line 
With  pureft  ofFVings  load  thy  (hrine;  — 

19. 
And,  while  in  many  a  lengthen'd  wreath 
Their  incenfe  fhall  its  odours  breathe. 
Before  thy  altar  doom'd  to  bleed 
The  flaughter'd  fteer  the  flames  fhall  feed. 
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I. 
TXTHY,  Tyrant,  boafts  thy  heart  the  pow'r 

To  work  a  Brother's  woe  ; 
While  God  his  mercy  bids  each  hour 
In  flreams  unmeafur'd  flow? 

2. 

With  joy  thy  tongue,  to  falfehood  prone, 

Its  venom  deals  around  ; 
Nor  razor  fharpen'd  on  the  ftone 

Inflids  fo  deep  a  wound. 

Thy  lips  far  readier  ill  than  good, 

And  lies  than  truth  have  fought; 
Nor  e'er  has  word  that  aim'd  at  blood ; 

Unwelcom'd  met  thy  thought. 

But  God,  whofe  wrath  thy  crimes  inflame, 
Shall  pluck  thee  from  thy  home, 

Root 
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Root  from  the  land  of  life  thy  name, 
And  fcal  thy  changelefs  doom. 

5- 
The  Juft,  with  thankful  awe  poflefs'd, 

Shall  view  the  Tyrant's  pride, 

And,  from  their  fiercefl:  foe  released, 

His  blafted  boafts  deride. 

6. 

"  Lo  there  the  Wretch  in  trefpafs  bold, 
'^   Who  God's  fupport  difdain'd, 

"   And  on  his  heaps  of  treafur'd  gold 
"   His  frantic  hope  fuftain'd.'* 

7- 
Frefh  as  the  verdant  olive,  I 

Within  thy  courts  fhall  ftand, 

And,   fix'd,   indulgent  Lord,   rely 

On  thy  proteding  hand. 

8. 

Thy  a<5ls  my  praife  fhall  ever  claim, 
Thy  name,  amidll  my  woes, 


(How 
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(How  grateful  to  thy  Saints  that  name  !) 
My  ev'ry  fear  compofe. 


PSALM      LIII. 

I. 

"D  EH  OLD  the  Fool,  whofe  heart  denies 
•**^  The  God,  who  form'd  the  earth  and  (kies; 
While,   fearlefs,  fin's  worfi:  paths  he  treads, 
Mark  how  the  dire  example  fpreads. 

2. 

Of  Man's  whole  Race  not  one  we  find 
To  virtue's  heav'n-taught  rules  inclin'd, 
Who  'midft  infedious  times  has  flood 
Unftain'd,  and  obftinately  good. 

Th^  eternal  Monarch  from  on  high 
Cafl  on  the  Sons  of  earth  his  eye, 
If  haply  fome  he  yet  might  fee 
True  to  their  God,  from  error  free. 

C  c  He 
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He  look'd:— But  ah  !   not  one  could  find 
To  virtue's  heav'n-taught  rules  inclin'd  : 
Each,   led  from  wifdom's  path  aflray, 
Purfues  the  tenour  of  his  way. 

5- 
O  fay,  what  ignorance  could  blind 

The  Souls,  who  with  remorfelefs  mind 

Prefume  my  People  to  devour, 

As  bread,  nor  own  their  Maker's  powV. 

6. 

Yet  fee  their  thoughts  tumultuous  roll. 
See  caufelefs  terrors  fhake  their  foul ; 
By  juft  alarms  of  confcience  driv'n 
To  tremble  at  the  wrath  of  heav'n. 

Wide  o'er  the  field  the  bones  are  fpread 
Of  Chiefs,  who  by  thy  fword  have  bled, 
And  fpeak  the  doom,  that  all  muft  fliare, 
Whom  God  abandons  from  his  care. 


Who, 
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Who,  mightiefl:  Lord,  to  Ifrael's  eyes 
Shall  bid  the  wlfh'd  falvation  rife, 
From  Sion*s  hill  its  healing  ray 
Extend,  and  round  us  pour  the  day  ? 

When  Thou  thy  Captives  (halt  reftore, 
Thy  praife  (hall  found  through  Judah's  fhore, 
And  ceafelefs  fhouts,   through  heav'n's  wide  frame 
Loud  echoing,  Jacob's  joy  proclaim. 

PSALM     UV. 

I. 

^  I  ^HY  name  my  ftedfafi:  heart  avows  ; 
-*■     Do  Thou  my  injured  caufe  efpoufe, 
And  be  thy  ftrength  my  aid  ; 
My  plaints,  eternal  Monarch,  hear, 
And  let  them  by  thy  pitying  ear, 
With  full  regard  be  weigh'd. 

2. 
For  Nations  from  thy  fear  eftrang^. 
With  Tyrants  fierce  againft  me  rang'd, 
My  guiltlefs  foul  purfue  ; 

C  c  2  But 
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But  'midfl:  my  Helpers  heaven's  high  Lord 
Shall  fland,   and  faithful  to  his  word, 
Each  adverfe  Pow'r  fubdue. 

3- 

O  let  my  heart,  their  rage  repelFd, 

Itfelf  a  willing  off'ring  yield  ; 

To  Thee  its  praife  fhall  flow, 
While  to  my  thought  thy  mercies  rife. 
That  gave  me  with  exulting  eyes 

To  fee  my  proftrate  Foe. 

PSALM      LV. 

I. 
/"\  HEAR  my  voice,  all-potent  Sire, 
^^   Nor  diflant  from  the  pray'r  retire, 
Whofe  accents  to  thine  ear  impart 
The  anguilh  of  my  heaving  heart. 

2. 

A  Croud,  whofe  thoughts  from  Thee  have  ftrayM, 
With  falfehood  arm'd,  my  peace  invade, 
And,  leagu'd  in  fin,  reproaching  Foes 
With  fettled  hate  my  Heps  inclofe* 

Oppreflion's 
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3- 

Oppreffion's  fhouts  around  me  roar, 

Death's  blackeft  horrors  whelm  me  o'er, 
And  griefs,   and  fears,   that  flum  controul. 
Shake  to  its  inmoll  depth  my  fouL 

O  who  fhall  give  me  (thus  my  breafl 

Its  vain  inquietude  exprefs'd,) 

The  dove's  hght  wing,   that  througli  the  air 

My  foul  to  peaceful  reft  may  bear  ? 

5- 

How  would  I  mount  the  wafting  wind. 
How  leave  the  wrathful  ftorms  behind,^ 
And  in  the  defert's  lone  retreat 
Contented  fix  my  lafting  feat  1 

6.. 

Smite,  Lord,  my  Foes  ;  divide  their  tongue 
For  tumult,  violence,  and  wrong, 
Where'er  I  turn,  before  my  eyes      • 
In  giant  forms  amid  them  rife. 

Within 
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7- 
Within  their  wall's  unhallow'd  bound 

By  day,  by  night  they  take  their  round  ; 

Nor  ceafe  their  guilty  ftreets  to  hear 

The  voice  of  falfehood,  grief,  and  fear. 

If  Foes  profeft  had  aim'd  the  wound. 
My  foul  fome  fafe  recefs  had  found, 
Or,   difciplln'd  by  previous  care, 
Had  learn'd  th'  expedled  ill  to  bear ;  — 

But  Thou,  'twas  Thou,  the  Friend  difguis*d, 
The  Man,  whom  chief  of  Friends  I  priz'd, 
To  whom,  its  Counfellor  and  Guide, 
My  foul  in  ev'ry  doubt  applied :  — 

lO. 

In  bands  of  fweeteft  union  joln'd, 
Each  wifli,  each  fecret  of  the  mind, 
We  fhar'd,  and  'midfl;  th'  affembled  Train 
Familiar  trod  the  hallow'd  fane. 

Let 
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I  I. 

Let  earth  its  op'ning  jaws  extend, 
While  Hving  to  the  grave  defcend 
The  lawlefs  Throng  ;  whofe  land  profane 
Hell's  worfl-invented  mifchiefs  ftain^ 

God,  as  with  fervent  lips  I  ipvajy 
At  dawn,  at  noon,  at  clofe  of  day. 
Shall  ftoop  to  my  complaint  his  ear> 
And  inftant  in  my  caufe  appear. 

He,  when  the  battle  round  me  bled, 
From  hoftile  Myriads  fcreen'd  my  head, 
Gave  to  my  prayV  the  wifh'd-for  peace, 
And  bade  the  dreadful  tumult  ceafe. 

14. 

That  Pow'r,  who  reign'd  thro'  ages  paft, 
Whofe  counfels  fhall  for  ever  laft, 
That  Pow'r  my  contefl:  fhall  decide, 
And  humble  to  the  dull  their  pride* 

See 
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See,  unprovoked,  the  reftlefs  Foe 
Aim  at  thy  Saints  the  deathful  blow, 
(Thy  fear,  great  God,  behind  him  thrown,) 
And  compa61s  oft  confirm'd  difown. 

i6. 

While  war's  fierce  flames  within  him  burn, 
As  milk  new  foaminor  from  the  churn 
Smooth  are  his  lips  ;   as  oil  his  words  ; 
Yet  wound  they  deep  as  keenefl:  fwords. 

O  cafl  thee  fearlefs  on  thy  God  ; 
He,  prompt  to  fave,  the  grateful  load 
Within  his  foft'ring  arms  (hall  bear, 
And  feed  thee  with  a  Parent's  care. 

i8. 

Author  of  good  !  beneath  thy  hand 
Secure  from  lapfe  the  JufI:  fhall  ftand, 
While  (fuch  thy  mandate  !)  on  his  Foes 
DeftrucSion's  pit  its  mouth  fhall  clofe. 


Who 
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19. 
Who  thirfl  for  blood,  who  falfehoods  raife, 
To  death  (hall  yield,  ere  half  their  days 
Be  numbered,   while,   exulting,  I 
On  Thee  with  ftedfaft  hope  rely. 

PSALM      LVI. 

I. 
^^  REACH  me,   Lord,  thy  aiding  powV, 
^^   While  hoftile  Troops  my  ftrength  devour ; 
My  ftrength  devour,   and  day  by  day 
With  fierceft  threats  my  heart  difmay ; 
Yet  truft  in  Thee  my  fpirit  chears. 
And  checks  my  fighs,  and  wipes  my  tears. 

2. 

Thy  promife.  Lord,  to  notes  of  praife 
In  each  diftrefs  my  fong  (hall  raife  ; 
Thy  word  my  breaft  with  joy  fhall  fwell, 
And  all  my  anxious  cares  difpel : 
God  in  my  caufe  his  arm  will  rear ; 
And  Man,  (hall  Man  excite  my  fear  ? 

D  d  My 
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3- 
My  words  they  torture  ;  and,  their  thought 

Each  hour  with  deepeft  malice  fraught, 

In  impious  council  nightly  meet, 

To  watch,  with  murth'rous  aim,  my  feet, 

And  guileful,  onward  as  I  tread, 

Befide  my  path  their  nets  outfpread. 

4- 
On  wrong,   and  fuperftition  vain. 

Their  hope  the  frantic  Tribe  fuftain  ; 

But  teach  them,   Lord,  thy  wrath  to  know, 

And  quell  the  infults  of  my  Foe  ; 

O  let  thine  arm  their  crimes  repay. 

Who  feek  my  footfteps  to  betray. 

5- 

My  grief  to  thine  obferving  eye. 
As  chas'd  from  realm  to  realm  I  fly, 
In  full  difplay,  great  God,   appears ; 
O  treafure  in  thy  vafe  my  tears  : 
But  fee  !   already  by  thy  hand 
Recorded  in  thy  book  they  ftand. 

Whene'er 


PSALM    LVL  211 

6. 

Whene'er  to  thee,  my  God,  I  cry, 
Secure  of  help  the  fight  I  try, 
For  Thou  thine  aid,   when  aik'd,   wilt  give, 
And  teach  my  fainting  hope  to  live; 
While  Hofts  beneath  my  falchion  bleed, 
And  back  with  headlong  flight  recede. 

7- 
Thy  promife.   Lord,   to  notes  of  praife 

In  each  difl:refs  my  fong  (hall  raife ; 

Thy  word  my  breaft  with  joy  fhall  fwell, 

Thy  promife.   Lord,   my  woes  difpel : 

God  in  my  caufe  his  arm  will  rear ; 

And  Man,   Ihall  Man  excite  my  fear  ? 

8. 

Their  thanks,  their  vows,   (thy  jufl:  demand,) 
My  hps  {hall  yield  :   thy  fav'ring  hand 
My  feet  from  error,  from  the  grave, 
My  fainting  foul,  has  deign'd  to  fave, 
And  bids  me  ftill,  to  Thee  allied, 
Within  the  land  of  life  refide. 

D  d  2  PSALM 


«I2 


PSALM     LVII. 

I. 
'"I  ^H\'  mercy,   Lord,  amidft  my  woes, 

To  my  defiring  eyes  difclofe  ; 
Propitious  to  thy  Servant's  heart 
Thy  wonted  clemency  impart. 

2. 

Let  me,  my  hope  on  Thee  rechn'd, 
Beneath  thy  wings  a  refuge  find. 
Till  thy  prevailing  beams  difpel 
The  clouds  of  grief  that  o'er  me  dwelL 

To  Thee,  the  God  who  reigns  on  high, 
To  Thee  with  fuppliant  voice  I  cry, 
Aflur'd  that  Thou,   indulgent  ftill, 
My  plaint  (halt  hear,  my  pray'r  fulfil. 

Thy  timeliefl:  aid  from  heav'n  extend, 
My  fame  from  obloquy  defend, 


And 
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And  bid  thy  truth  and  mercy  fhed 
Their  kindefl:  influence  on  my  head. 

5- 
The  lions  round  me  roar  aloud ; 

And,  fir'd  with  caufelefs  rage,  a  Croud 

Advance,   (thy  Foes,  eternal  Lord,) 

Whofe  teeth  are  fpears,  whofe  tongue  a  fword. 

6. 
Inthron'd  thyfelf  above  the  fkies, 
O  bid  thy  fallcfl:  glory  rife. 
And  to  the  earth  with  cloudlefs  ray 
The  wonders  of  thy  powV  difplay. 

7- 
Oft,  as  amid  the  fnares  I  tread. 

Each  hour  by  hoftile  fraud  outfpread, 

What  clouds  of  griefs  around  me  roll, 

What  dreadful  ftorms  invade  my  foul  1 

8. 

What  fears,  what  woes  my  bofom  prove  1 
Yet,  fav'd  by  thy  preventing  love, 

Th'  Artificers 
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4 

Th'  Artificers  of  death  I  fee 
FalFn  in  the  pit  prepared  for  me. 

9- 

My  heart  is  fix'd,  Ahnighty  Sire, 

My  heart  is  fix'd  :  to  Thee  afpire 
My  thoughts,  and  dictate  to  my  lays 
An  argument  of  endlefs  praife. 

ID. 

Awake,   thou  glory  of  my  frame, 
Awake,  my  tongue,  to  loud  acclaim  ; 
PfaltVy  awake,  and  joyful  pay 
To  God  the  tribute  of  the  day. 

1 1. 

Awake  my  lute,  and  new-ftrung  lyre  ; 
Inftin6l,  myfelf,  with  holy  fire 
I  wake  ;  and  lo,  the  dawning  fun 
Already  hears  the  ftrain  begun. 

12. 

From  me  aflembhng  Crouds  (hall  burn 
The  triumphs  of  thy  love  to  learn, 


And, 
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And,  rapt  with  zeal,  the  Nations  round 
Catch  from  my  hps  the  facred  found. 


I  '^ 
^  a* 


Lo  !  to  the  clouds  thy  truth  extends 
And  heav'n's  ftupendous  height  tranfcends  ; 
Far  as  to  earth's  extremefl:  bound 
In  all  thy  works  is  mercy  found, 

14. 
Inthron'd  thyfelf  above  the  fkies, 
O  bid  thy  fulleft  glory  rife, 
And  to  the  earth  with  cloudlefs  ray 
The  w^onders  of  thy  pow'r  difplay. 

PSALM     LVIIL 

I. 
"^^E,  whofe  lips  the  caufe  decide  ; 

-*"     Say,  does  truth  your  fentence  guide  ? 
Are  your  thoughts  by  juftice  fway'd, 
And  in  reafon's  balance  weigh'd  ? 
Let  your  confcious  tongues  attefl 
What  ye  harbour  in  your  breaft. 

Heartj 
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2. 

Hearts  ye  bear,  that  deep  within 
Cherifh  each  fuggefted  fin, 
While,  on  fierce  contention  bent, 
Arts  of  mifchief  ye  invent. 
And  the  didlates  of  your  will 
With  remorfelefs  hands  fulfil. 

o* 

From  the  womb,  in  error's  way 

See  the  infant  Sinner  ftray  ; 
Nurtured  in  deceit  and  wrong 
See  him  with  adventurous  tongue, 
Prompt  his  earlieft  ficill  to  try, 
Lifp  the  meditated  lie. 

See  their  veins  with  venom  fwell  ; 
Arm'd  with  fuch,  the  adder  fell 
Stops  her  ear,  in  many  a  fold 
'Mid  the  flielt'ring  brake  uprolFd, 
While  each  note  the  charmer  tries, 
And  his  utmofl  art  defies. 


Smite, 
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5- 

Smite,  great  God,  the  lions'  cheek, 

And  their  fangs  indignant  break  : 
While  they  arm  them  for  the  war, 
And  their  quiver'd  ftores  prepare. 
Let  th'  OpprefTors  feel  thy  powV, 
Let  thy  fword  their  ftrength  devour. 

6. 

Let  them  wafte  in  fwift  decay. 
As  the  torrents  pafs  away, 
As  the  earth-bred  fnails  confumc, 
As  th'  abortions  of  the  womb, 
Life's  ftiort  cir  cuit  fcarce  begun, 
Perifh  ere  they  fee  the  fun. 

7- 
Ere  the  caldron  learn  to  glow 

From  the  kindling  thorns  below, 

Let  thy  hotter  wrath  be  fhed 

Quick  on  each  rebellious  head ; 

Let  fhy  whirlwinds,  through  the  (ky, 

Minifters  of  vengeance,  fly. 

E  e  Let 
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8. 
Let  them,   Lord,   at  thy  beheft, 
Sweep  from  earth  the  living  peft  ; 
While  the  Souls,   who  truft  in  thee, 
Pleas'd  their  caufe  aveng'd  (hall  fee, 
And,  the  dreadful  confli6l  o'er, 
Wafh  their  fteps  in  hoftile  gore. 

"  Doubtlefs,"  each  convinced  fhall  cry, 
"  Doubtlefs,  there's  a  God  on  high, 
"   Who  in  awful  pomp  array 'd, 
"  Comes  to  judge  the  world  he  made, 
"  All,  who  his  commands  regard, 
'*   Reap  at  length  their  full  reward." 

PSALM     LIX. 

I. 

^  I  ^H'  impending  ftorm,  my  God,  afluage  ; 

-■-     High  o'er  the  Foes,  that  round  me  rage, 
Exalt  me,   (Foes,  whofe  ftubborn  mind, 
To  wrong  and  violence  refign'd. 

Thy 
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Thy  facred  laws  has  long  withftood,) 
And  fave  me  from  the  Man  of  blood. 

2. 

Aflembling  Crouds  the  deadly  fnare, 

Without  my  crime,  great  God,  prepare  ; 

Without  my  crime,  in  fm  allied, 

To  different  paths  their  courfe  divide : 

O,   obvious  to  my  prayV,   arife, 

Nor  let  their  guilt  efcape  thine  eyes. 

3- 

Leader  of  Hofts,  and  Ifrael's  God  ! 

Stretch  o'er  the  heathen  Tribes  thy  rod, 
Nor  let  them  vauntingly  each  hour 
With  mad  prefumption  brave  thy  powV, 
But  inftant  from  thy  feat  arife 
The  proud  TranfgrefTors  to  chaftife. 

When  eve's  dark  fhades  o'er  heav'n  are  hung, 
See  !   as  the  dog  with  fury  ftung. 
While  hideous  yells  their  wrath  betray, 
From  ftreet  to  ftreet  they  urge  their  way  ; 

E,  e   2  Swords 
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Swords  In  their  lips,  without  a  fear 

Their  threats  they  vent ;  for  who  fhall  hear  ? 

5- 
By  Thee,  by  Thee  thofe  threats  are  heard  ; 

Superior  Thou  each  frantic  word, 

Eternal  Monarch,  fhalt  deride, 

And  check  with  juft  reproach  their  pride, 

Whofe  tongues  with  rane'rous  boaft  impart 

The  daring  purpofe  of  their  heart. 

6. 
Rock  of  my  ftrength  1  to  Thee  on  high 
My  foul  (hall  lift  the  ftedfaft  eye. 
For  Thou,  preventive  of  my  want 
The  bleflings  of  thy  love  wilt  grant  • 
Thy  aid,   ere  yet  invok'd,   each  Foe 
Beneath  my  conqu'ring  feet  fhall  throw. 

7- 
Let  not  thy  wrath,  O  God  our  fhield, 

Their  name  to  full  exclfion  yield, 

Left,  vanifli'd  from  th'  obferving  eye, 

Th'  example  of  thy  vengeance  die  j 

But, 
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But,   arm'd  with  pow'r,   through  foreign  lands 
Diftribute  wide  their  vanquifh'd  Bands. 

8. 

Such  vengeance  from  thine  arm,   great  Sire, 
Their  tongue's  repeated  crimes  require, 
Their  thoughts,   inflam'd  with  impious  pride, 
Their  oaths  to  guile's  worft  ends  applied, 
And  urge  thee  w^ith  impartial  doom 
Each  bold  Tranfgreflbr  to  confume. 

Strike,   Lord,   O  ftrike  the  needful  blow, 
And  teach  an  erring  World  to  know. 
How  vain  its  efforts  to  withftand 
The  force  of  thy  refiftlefs  hand  ; 
While  Jacob's  Sons  thy  pow'r  obey. 
And  earth's  wide  confines  own  thy  fway, 

10. 

When  eve's  dark  fhades  o'er  heav'n  are  hung, 
Still,   as  the  dog  with  fury  ftung. 
Still  let  my  Foes,  who  howl  for  prey 
From  ftreet  to  ftreet  purfue  their  way, 

Infatiate ; 
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Infatiate  ;   while  their  deftin'd  fpoil 
Elufive  mocks  their  fruitlefs  toi]. 

1 1. 

I,   Lord,  fecure  in  Thee,  thy  might 
Will  praife,  and  with  the  rifing  light 
Thy  love,  that  in  the  dreadful  day 
Redeem'd  me,   on  my  harp  difplay, 
Thee  own  my  refuge,  (heav'nly  King  I) 
And  mercy's  unexhaufted  fpring. 

PSALM     LX. 

I. 
'QEPULS'D,  difpers'd,  chaftisM  by  Thee, 
"•■^  O  grant  us,  Lord,  thy  face  to  fee. 
And  let  the  People,  once  thy  care, 
Again  thy  favVing  prefence  (hare. 

2. 

How  trembles  this  divided  land 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  hand  ! 
O  Thou,  the  God  whom  we  adore, 
Its  breaches  heal ;  its  peace  reftore. 

th 
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3- 

Thy  juft  decrees  to  IfraePs  eyes 

Have  bid  a  fcene  of  forrow  rife, 
And  to  his  palHd  Hps  the  wine 
Of  dire  aftonifhment  confign. 

Yet  fee,  thy  hands  a  ftandard  rear  ; 
Beneath  it  each,  who  owns  thy  fear, 
Engaged  in  truth's  negle6ted  caufe, 
His  fword,   fecure  of  conqueft,   draws. 

5- 

Such,  Objedts  of  thy  tend'reft  love, 
Defend  propitious  from  above  ; 
Let  me  with  them  thy  mercy  (hare, 
And  hear,  O  hear,  my  ceafelefs  prayV. 

6. 

God's  truth  (hall  ne'er  forget  to  guard 
The  promife  by  his  lips  declared  ; 
And  what  th'  Almighty  Monarch  wills, 
My  ready  hand  with  joy  fulfils. 

Behold 
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7- 
Behold  me  Sichem's  plain  divide  ; 

My  line,   to  Succoth's  vale  applied, 

Its  bound  defcribes.;  thee  mine  I  fee, 

O  Gilead,  and,  Manafles,  thee. 

8. 

Thou,   Ephraim,   art  my  ftrong  defence. 
Thou,   Judah,   flialt  my  law  difpenfe  ; 
A  diffrent  lot  fhall  Moab  find, 
A  vafe  to  vilefl  ufe  aflign'd. 

9- 
A  doom  like  his  fhall  Edom  meet, . 

And  wipe  the  duft  from  off  my  feet ; 

Philiftia  fhall  her  tribute  bring,. 

And  own  in  me  her  future  King. 

ID. 

Who,  as  our  Troops  in  clofe  array 
To  Edom's  forts  dired  their  way,     , 
Arm'd  with  refiftlefs  flrength,  fliall  bid 
Her  gates  unfold,  her  bolts  recede  ? 


Behold 
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I  I. 

Behold  us,   Lord,  opprefs'd  with  woe, 
As  exird  from  thy  care  we  go  ; 
Shall  Ifrael's  Hofts,   thy  aid  withheld, 
Still  unfuccefsful  take  the  field  ? 

12. 
Our  hope,   on  Man  repos'd  in  vain, 
O  let  thy  ftrength,  great  God,   fuftain, 
And  let  us,  on  thy  aid  rcclin'd, 
In  Thee  our  firm  Protector  find. 

13- 
Thus  arm'd,   each  adverfe  Pow'r  we  dare. 

And  dauntlefs  meet  the  rufhing  war, 

While  from  thy  fword  our  Foes  retire, 

Or  trampled  in  the  dufl  expire. 
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J. 
/^PPRESS'D  with  grief,  in  exile  loft, 
^-^   To  Thee  from  Judah's  utmoft  coaft 
My  voice,   eternal  God,  I  fend; 
O  hear  my  plaint  ^  my  pray'r  attends 

2.  *  ■ 

High  on  the  rock  my  footfteps  rear  ;       - 
There  let  me  ftand  unmov'd,  and  hear 
The  florms  that  now  around  me  beat, 
At  diftance  roll  beneath  my  feet. 

3- 

Thee,  Lord,  I  feek,  whene'er  my  Foes 

With  dire  intent  my  path  inclofe, 
And  own  Thee  in  the  dang'rous  hour 
My  firmeft  Hope,  my  ftrongefl  Tow'r.. 

4- 
Thou,  Lord,  within  thy  hallow'd  flrrine 

My  conftant  refuge  (halt  affign ; 

There 
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There  will  I  dwell,  remote  from  fear, 
And,   fav'd  by  Thee,  thy  name  revere. 

5- 

Thy  wings  fhall  wrap  me  in  their  (hade  ; 
Thou,  Thou  haft  heard  me  when  I  pray'd, 
And  yielded  to  my  with  the  joys 
Of  thofe,   whofe  care  thy  will  employs. 

6. 

Long  life  (hall  Ifrael's  King  behold, 
And  ages  count  on  ages  roll'd  ; 
With  lafting  joy  thy  Servant's  eyes 
Shall  fee  his  Children's  Children  rife. 

7- 
Safe  in  thy  prefence  let  him  ftand, 

And  fhare  the  bleflings  of  thy  hand; 

His  dw^elling  let  thy  truth  defend,. 

Thy  mercy  on  his  fteps  attend. 

(, 

8. 

So  fhall  thy  love  awake  my  fong, 
Thy  name  the  wilHng  note  prolong, 

F  f  2  While, 
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While,   warm'd  with  zeal,  my  vows  I  pay, 
And  blefs  Thee  to  my  latefl:  day. 


PSALM     LXII. 

I. 

TV  /TY  Soul  in  God  its  reft  has  found  ; 
J.TX  When  various  griefs  befet  me  round. 
His  love  fhall  fure  delivVance  yield ; 
By  Him  through  life  I  walk  upheld, 
And  fafe  from  lapfe  my  courfe  maintain, 
Or,  falling,  inftant,  rife  again. 

How  long.  Artificers  of  ill, 
Shall  fchemes  of  death  employ  your  (kill  ? 
Behold  the  mifchiefs  ye  intend 
Retorted  on  your  heads  defcend ; 
Your  femblance  fee  yon  loofen'd  wall. 
Yon  bulwark,  nodding  to  its  fall. 


Vain 
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Vain  are  the  wiles  for  him  prepar'd, 

Whom  heav^n*s  high  Lord  vouchfafes  to  guard  ; 

See  vers'd  in  fraud,   the  impious  Throng 

With  bleffings  charge  their  guileful  tongue, 

While  deep  within  the  heart's  difguife 

The  fecret  curfe  invelop'd  lies. 

4. 

But  thou,  my  Soul,  on  God  reclin'd, 
In  him  thy  wifh'd-for  reft  fhalt  find ; 
His  love  fhall  fure  deliv'rance  yield  ^ 
By  him  through  life  I  walk  upheld, 
Secure  from  lapfe  my  courfe  maintain. 
And  dauntlefs  brave  the  hoftile  Train* 

Thee,,  Lord,  my  glory,  Thee  alone 
My  rock,  my  health,  my  ftrength  I  own  : 
Ye  Tribes,  in  God  your  help  behold. 
To  him,  with  me,  your  hearts  unfold. 
Each  want  confefs,  each  grief  reveal. 
For  who,  O  who  like  him  can  heal  ? 

O  vanity, 
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O  vanity,   thy  name  is  Man  : 

Intent  the  human  mind  to  fcan, 

Come,  try,  if  aught  of  weight  there  feem  ; 

Sufpend  the  balance,  fix  the  beam  : 

In  vain. — With  equal  eafe  were  weighed 

The  flitting  air,  or  empty  fhade. 

Truft  not  in  wrong  and  fraud  ;  no  more 
On  hope's  light  wing  prefumptuous  foar ; 
Let  gathered  wealth  before  thee  lie 
Beheld  with  unretorted  eye, 
Nor  let  the  glittering  heap  impart 
One  wifh  to  thy  deluded  heart. 

8; 

Once  from  his  throne  th'  Almighty  fpake. 
And  forth  again  the  accents  brake ; 
*'  See  pow'r  in  Me  with  mercy  dwells, 
*'  And  where  my  fear  the  mind  impels, 
*'  Each  a6l  I  mark  with  kind  regard, 
*'  And  pleas'd  confer  the  juft  reward." 

PSALM 
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I. 


^  I  ^HOU  art  my  God;  to  Thee  my  eyes 

^     I  lift,  e'er  yet  the  dawn  arife  ; 
With  facred  thirft,   O  Lord,  I  burn, 
My  heart,  my  flefh,  thy  abfence  mourn. 
As  o'er  th'  unhofpitable  way 
Amidft  a  barren  wafte  I  ftray  ;— 

2. 

Yet  here,  by  heav'nly  wifdom  led, 
Expe61ant  wait,  till  o'er  my  head 
Thy  beams  in  mild  effulgence  play, 
And  turn  my  darknefs  into  day  ; 
Thofe  beams,  which  oft  my  eyes  beheld 
From  Salem's  hallow'd  fhrine  reveal'd. 

3- 
Thy  love  my  lips  (hall  ever  tell, 

(Can  life  itfelf  that  love  excel  ?) 

Nor  ceafe,  while  breath  prolongs  my  days, 

In  thankful  notes  the  hymn  to  raife ; 

To 
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To  Thee  thy  Servant,   Lord,   as  now, 
His  hands  fhall  rear,  his  knees  (hall  bow. 

4- 
For  nought  hke  this  my  Soul  can  chear ; 

Nor  marrow  from  the  fatted  fteer 

Could  e'er  to  the  luxurious  fenfe 

Such  full  delight,  my  God,  difpenfe. 

As  what  my  fatiate  Soul  enjoys, 

Whene'er  thy  praife  my  tongue  employ^. 

5- 

Thou,   Moon,   be  witnefs  if  my  bed 
Forgetful  of  my  God  I  fpread  ; 
And  thou,  revolving  Sun,  if  e'er 
I  wake  unconfcious  of  his  care. 
Each  night  and  each  returning  day 
To  him  my  grateful  vows  I  pay. 

6. 

Safe  in  the  fhadow  of  thy  wings. 
In  thee  I  joy,   O  King  of  Kings  ; 
When  dangers  threaten  to  devour, 
Superior  to  each  adverfe  pow'r 


Thy 
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Thy  arm  extends  the  help  divine, 
And  long  experience  calls  it  mine. 

7- 
Behold  my  Foes  in  dread  retire, 

Or  proflrate  at  my  feet  expire  ; 

While  to  my  conquering  fword  they  yield, 

The  beafts,  that  nightly  range  the  field, 

Amid  the  flaughter'd  heaps  fhall  ftray, 

And  rav'nous  feize  their  licensed  prey. 

8. 

By  Thee  exalted  to  the  throne 
Shall  Judah's  King  thy  mercies  own  ; 
And  bleft  be  each,  my  God,  whofe  tongue 
With  him  fhall  raife  the  grateful  fong, 
Who  fuppliant  at  thy  fhrlne  (hall  kneel, 
While  fhame  the  Liar's  lips  fhall  feal. 


G  g  PSALM 
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PSALM    LXIV. 

r. 
'TPHINE  ear,  thou  Majefty  diviney 

-*•     Propitious  to  my  pray'r  incline, 
O  hear  my  voice,  in  pity  hear. 
And  fave  my  life  from  hoftile  fear. 

2. 

Behold  the  Men  of  impious  mind, 
Their  pow'rs  in  fecret  league  combin'dy 
With  fa6lious  rage  my  foul  purfue. 
And  hide,  O  hide  me  from  their  view. 

3- 
Behold  the  flaughter-breathing  Throng 

Whet  as  a  fword  their  baleful  tongue, 

And  words,  as  arrows  keen,  prepare. 

That  edg'd  with  death  fhall  walk  the  air. 

Conceal'd  they  ev'ry  fear  difclaim. 
And  level  at  the  Juft  their  aim. 


Nor 
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Nor  reft,  till  in  the  blamelefs  heart 
Their  hand  has  lodg'd  the  fudden  dart. 

Their  dire  defigns,  in  guilt  allied, 
They  form  ;  fecure,  their  fnares  provide  ; 
*'  And  Who  our  aim  fhall  thwart  ?  What  eye 
''   (They  afk,)  the  hidden  death  defcry  r 

16. 

With  future  mifchiefs  teem  their  breafts, 
As  each  to  each  new  wiles  fuggeils, 
And  feek  in  art's  obfcureft  veil 
Their  guilty  purpofe  to  conceal. 

7- 
Ah !  whither  fliall  the  Murth'rers  fly  ? 

Behold  the  arrow  from  on  high 

Defcend,  that  bears  upon  its  wing 

The  wrath  of  heav'n's  offended  King. 

8. 

Their  tongue,  that  feeks  another's  hurt, 
Itfelf  their  footfteps  fliall  fubvert, 

G  g  2  And 
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And  Paflers  by  with  inward  dread 
Behold  them  on  the  earth  outfpread. 

9- 

Each  heart  fhall  own,  with  revVent  thought, 

That  Thou  the  work,  great  God,  haft  wrought. 
And,  pleas'd,  thy  chaftifement  fhall  trace, 
Infli6led  on  their  guilty  Race  ; 

10. 

While,  refcu'd  from  their  rage,  the  Pure 
In  peaceful  reft  ftiall  live  fecure. 
And  with  triumphant  joy  the  Juft 
Exulting  fix  on  Thee  their  truft. 

PSALM     LXV. 

I. 
'T^HEE  Sion's  praife,  O  Lord,  attends, 

-*-     To  1  hee  the  frequent  vow  ^fcends 
From  each  whom  Salem's  walls  behold 
Among  her  faithful  Sons  inroll'd  : 
To  Thee,  whofe  ready  ear  the  prayV 
Prevents,  fhall  Man's  whole  Race  repair:  - 

Behold, 
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2. 

Behold,  their  Maker  taught  to  own, 
Behold  them  bow  before  thy  throne^ 
Amidft  them  at  thy  footftool  I, 
Prefs'd  with  a  weight  of  guilt,  apply, 
Aflur'd  from  thy  free  grace  to  win 
The  wifli'd  atonement  of  my  fin. 

3- 

Bleft,  who  by  fweet  experience  know^s. 

What  joys  thy  prefence.   Lord,  beftows. 
The  Man,  who,  privileg'd  by  Thee, 
Thy  face  in  near  approach  fhall  fee, 
Behold  thy  beams  effulgent  play, 
And  in  thy  dwelling  fix  his  ftay. 

4- 

Let  IfraeFs  Tribes,  their  Foes  overthrown, 
The  terrors  of  thy  juflice  own, 
O  Thou,  the  hope  of  human  Race, 
Of  all  whom  earth's  wide  arms  embrace, 
Of  all,   who  tdft  by  tempefts,  fweep 
The  furface  of  the  pathlefs  deep.  ^:-  -      -  -■ 

In 
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In  Thee  they  trufi:,  who  .girt  with  pow'r 
Haft  bid  the  mountains  heav'nward  towV, 
And  fix'd  their  bafe  ;  -"-who  know'ft  to  rein 
The  infults  of  the  foaming  main, 
Check  the  brute  waves  that  roar  aloud, 
And  ftill  the  madn^fs  of  the  Croud. 

Remoteft  Realms  with  dire  difmay 
Thy  wonders,  mightieft  Lord,  furvey ; 
Struck  with  furprize  thy  pow'r  they  own. 
And  humbled  bow  before  thy  throne  ; 
While,  as  they  walk  th'  ethereal  round, 
The  Morn  and  Eve  thy  praife  refound. 

7" 
Thou  teacheft,  Lord,  the  grateful  foil 

To  recompenfe  the  Tiller's  toil : 

By  tinexhaufted  fprings  fupplied 

Thy  river  pours  its  copious  tide, 

And  bids  the  ftrength-infufing  grain 

Earth's  countlefs  Family  fuftain. 


The 
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8. 

The  clouds,  in  frequent  fhow'rs  diftill'd, 
Drop  fatnefs  on  the  pregnant  field, 
Break  the  tough  glebe,  the  furrows  chear. 
And  crown  with  good  the  gliding  year; 
Th'  exulting  hills,  th'  extended  w^afte, 
Thy  gifts  in  rich  profufion  tafle. 

9. 

Nurs'd  by  thy  care  the  fleecy  Traia 
Invefts  with  white  the  rural  plain, 
While,  as  beneath  the  fav'ring  (kies 
In  crouded  ranks  the  harvefls  rife. 
The  laughing  vale  aflumes  a  tongue. 
And  burfb  triumphant  into  fong. 

PSALM     LXVL 

t. 
XT'E  Sons  of  Men,  in  God  rejoice  ; 
-*•     Lift  in  one  choir  your  thankful  voice,. 
And  fpread  through  earth'^s  extended  frame 
The  honour  of  yotrr  Maker '^s  name. 

Ye 
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2. 
Ye  Nations  round  aflembled  meet; 
Thus  let  your  fong  his  praife  repeat ; 
Eternal  Ruler  of  the  fkies, 
How  awful  are  thy  works,  how  wife  ! 

3- 

Thy  late  obdurate  Foes  behold,  . 

By  thy  fuperior  ftrength  controuFd, 
With  flattering  lip  their  homage  pay. 
And  earth's  whole  empire  own  thy  fway. 

Each  Tribe  of  human  Race  to  Thee 
Shall  fuppliant  bend  the  humble  knee, 
Each  tongue  in  hymns  of  praife  fhall  join, 
And  joyful  blefs  the  nanie  divine. 

5- 

O  come,  and  view  with  revVenl  thought     * 
The  adts  by  heav'n's  high  Monarch  wrought,  . 
His  wonders  fhown  fince  time  began. 
And  friendlike  intercourfe  with  Man. 

His 


PSALM     LXVL  241 

6. 

His  word  the  deep's  vail  channel  dried, 
And  backward  rolFd  th'  obedient  tide  ; 
Aw'd  by  his  voice  the  briny  flood 
In  Hquid  heaps  fufpended  ftood. 

7- 
Now  fafe  athwart  its  fandy  bed 

By  Him  our  refcu'd  Troops  are  led, 

Now  loft  in  grateful  tranfport  ftand, 

And  fhouts  of  triumph  (hake  the  ftrand. 

8. 

Time's  lateft  period  long  o'erpaft, 
His  pow'r  (hall  felf-fupported  laft  ; 
His  eyes  the  earth  furvey  ; — in  vain 
Its  rebel  Sons  oppofe  his  reign. 

Ye  Nations  all  of  various  tongue, 
To  Jacob's  God  exalt  the  fong  ; 
Sing,  ling  aloud,  that  Nature's  ear 
His  praife  through  all  her  bounds  may  hear,— 

H  h  Whofe 
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10. 
Whofe  wakeful  care  within  our  breafl, 
Though  countlefs  Foes  aur  peace  infeft, 
Still  gives  the  vital  pulfe  to  beat, 
And  guards  from  dread  of  lapfe  our  feet. 

1 1. 

Oft  has  thy  hand,   all-potent  Lord, 
By  various  proof  our  faith  explor'd. 
And  bid  the  flame  each  heart  refine. 
As  filver  recent  from  the  mine. 

12. 

Now  round  us  waves  the  net,  and  now 
Beneath  opprefiion's  weight  we  bow. 
While  o'er  our  heads  the  Sons  of  pride 
With  hoftile  fcorn  exulting  ride. 

Through  fires,  through  torrents,   led  by  Thee, 
At  length  th'  expedled  land  we  fee, 
Where  ftreams  irriguous  cleave  the  foil, 
And  crown  with  wealth  the  Tiller's  toil. 

Lo, 
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14. 

Lo,   to  thy  dome,  my  God  and  King, 
The  facred  holocauil  I  bring, 
That  late,   opprefs'd  by  forrow's  cloud, 
To  Thee  with  fervent  lip  I  vow'd. 

Before  thy  altar's  kindled  fire 
The  promised  victims  (liall  expire. 
Here  bleed  the  full-fed  goat,   and  here 
The  fleecy  ram,   and  flubborn  fteer. 

16. 

O  come,   ye  Souls,   that  fear  your  God, 
And  learn  his  grace  on  me  beftow'd. 
As,   fupplicating  loud,   my  tongue 
Wak'd  to  his  praife  the  hallow'd  fong. 

17. 
Had  confcious  guilt  my  bofom  flain'd, 
How  had  his  ear  my  pray'r  difdain'd. 
That  upward  now  through  tradls  of  day 
In  fure  acceptance  wings  its  way  ! 

H  h  2  Bleft 
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Blefl:  be  my  God,  who,  thron'd  on  high, 
RejecSts  not  from  his  care  my  cry. 
Nor,  while  afflidions  round  me  rife, 
His  mercy  to  my  foul  denies. 

PSALM     LX  Vir. 

I. 
TV  yTAY  God  his  fav'ring  ear  incline, 
J-tX   ^j^(J  ]^i^  ]^jg  f^^g  Qj^  Ifrael  fhine. 

That  all  thy  counfels.  Lord,  may  know, 
Where  earth  extends,  or  oceans  flow. 
And,  thankful,   to  their  wondring  eyes 
Behold  thy  wifh'd  falvation  rife. 

To  Thee,  of  life  th'  eternal  Spring, 
Invifible,  All-potent  King, 
One  chorus  let  the  Nations  raife, 
One  fhout  of  univerfal  praife. 

2. 

Ye  diftant  Realms,  your  voice  employ 
In  fongs  of  gratitude  and  joy ; 


Exult, 
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Exult,   each  Tribe,  exult,  each  Land ; 
Heav'n's  mighty  Lord  with  equal  hand 
The  balance  holds,   and  Earth's  domain 
Shall  own  to  latefl:  age  his  reign. 

To  Thee,   of  life  th'  eternal  Spring, 

Invifible,  All-potent  King, 

One  chorus  let  the  Nations  raife, 

One  fhout  of  unlverfal  praife. 

3- 

So,  warm'd  by  genial  funs,  the  field 

With  full  increafe  its  fruits  (hall  yield, 
And  God,  thy  God,  O  Ifrael,  fhed 
His  choiceft  bleffings  on  thy  head. 
God  (hall  on  us  his  bleffings  Ihow'r, 
And  Man's  whole  Race  revere  his  pow'r. 

To  Thee,  of  Hfe  th'  eternal  Spring, 

Invifible,  All-potent  King, 

One  chorus  let  the  Nations  raife, 

One  fhout  of  univerfal  praife. 
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I. 

X    ET  God  arife,  and  let  his  Foes, 
"^■"^  His  arm  unable  to  oppofe, 
Back  from  the  field,  with  wild  affright 
O'erwhelm'd,  precipitate  their  flight. 

2. 

Behold,  great  God,  the  impious  Hoft 
Like  fmoke  in  quick  difperfion  loff ; 
Behold  them,  at  thy  look  expire, 
Diflblv'd,  as  wax  before  the  fire. 

3- 
While  All,   who  own  thy  jufl  command, 

Exulting  in  thy  prefence  Hand, 

And  bid  the  fhout  of  triumph  rife 

Loud  echoing  to  the  diftant  fkies. 

4- 
Your  fongs  for  IfraeFs  God  prepare, 

Who,  feated  on  his  regal  car, 

Triumphant 
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Triumphant  o'er  the  defert  wide 
In  folemn  ftate  is  feen  to  ride  : — 

5- 
His  name  Jehovah  ;  theme  of  praife 

Exhauftlefs  !  —in  his  prefence  raife 

The  grateful  ftrain,   and  joyous  fing 

The  mercies  of  your  heav'nly  King. 

6. 

Their  Parent  Him  the  Orphans  hail  ; 
He  bjds  the  Widow's  caufe  prevail, 
And,  (hrin'd  above  th'  empyreal  fky,. 
Extends  to  all  his  equal  eye  ;— 

7- 
A  manfion  to  the  Outcafi:  gives, 

The  Captive  from  his  chain  relieves  ; 

But  bids  the  Sinner  wear  away 

In  barren  wilds  his  fhorten'd  day. 

•8. 

O  Lord,  when  o'er  th'  extended  wafle 
Thy  prefence  before  Ifrael  paft, 

And, 
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And,  beaming  o'er  thy  People's  head, 
Their  Bands  to  certain  conqueft  led,— 

Earth,  groaning  to  its  centre,  reel'd, 
The  Heav'ns,  in  clouds  diffolv'd,  beheld 
The  footfteps  of  th'  approaching  God, 
Ev'n  Sinai  bow'd  with  lowly  nod. 

10. 

While  yet  the  burning  fands  they  tread. 
Thy  kindlieft  rains,  around  them  fhed, 
Befpeak  them  fav'rites  of  thy  care, 
And  Nature's  wearied  pow'rs  repair. 

1 1. 

Thus  joy  the  Tribes  whom  thou  haft  lov'd, 
Thus  boaft  their  lot  by  thee  improv'd, 
Whofe  aid  the  Humble  and  the  Poor 
Shall  ne'er  with  fruitlefs  vows  implore. 

Heav'n's  mighty  Monarch  gave  the  word  ; 
His  mandate  Sion's  Daughters  heard. 

And 
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And  thus  in  one  afiembled  Throng 
With  fweet  accordance  form  the  Song  : 

''  Kings  with  their  Hofts  have  fled  ;   and  Wc, 

"  Who  fate  from  toils  of  battle  free, 

'*  Content  the  houfhold's  care  to  guide, 

"  The  Vidlor's  richeft  fpoils  divide." 

14. 

Again,   their  form  obfcur'd  awhile 
By  tafks  of  fervitude  and  toil, 
Again  the  Sons  of  Abraham's  line 
Array 'd  in  fpotlefs  luftre  fliine, — 

As  doves,  while  obvious  to  the  Sun 
From  plume  to  plume  the  fplendors  run, 
Their  wings  in  filver  dipt  unfold, 
And  necks  that  glow  with  living  gold. 

16. 

While  back  thy  Foes,  O  Ifrael,   turn, 
Thy  God  amid  thy  gloom  a  morn 

I  i  Prefents, 
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Prefents,  unfullied  as  the  fnow 
Diffus'd  o'er  Salmon's  ample  brow. 

No  more,   O  Bafan,  vaunt  thy  height, 
That  ftrikes  with  awe  the  diftant  fight ; 
No  more,   ye  fwelling  Mountains,  rife 
In  haughty  triumph  to  the  fkies  : 

1 8. 
On  humbler  Sion's  favoured  head 
His  tent  th'  eternal  King  has  fpread, 
Her  facred  hill  his  choice  confeft, 
And  lafting  manfion  of  his  reft. 

Ten  thoufand  c^rs,  and  yet  again 
Ten  thoufand  cars,  in  lengthened  train 
Along  her  hallow'd  way  proceed, 
While  God  the  pomp  vouchfafes  to  lead,— 

20, 

Thus  Ifrael  views  within  her  fhrine 
(Bleft  feat  of  Majefty  divine,) 

The 
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The  fcene  that  erft  his  Tribes  beheld-  - 

On  Sinai's  my  flic  top  reveal'd. 

21. 
Admiring  Crouds  with  iipcaft  eye 
Have  feen  thee,  Lord,  afcend  on  high  : 
Behind  thee  move  a  captive  Train, 
Faft  fetter'd  with  the  fervile  chain, 

22. 
While  gifts  through  Thee  on  all  below 
From  heav'n's  high  throne  tranfmitted  flow, 
A  Race,  who  fhun'd  thy  laws  to  own, 
Thy  prefence  and  thy  aid  have  known. 

23- 
To  God,  our  ever-conftant  aid. 

Be  thanks  and  ceafelefs  honour  paid  : 

To  whom  belongs  the  pow'r  to  fave 

His  Servants  from  th'  expedling  grave. 

24. 
On  Him  thy  wifh'd  falvation  refls ; 
Him,  Ifraei,  praife ;  whofe  high  behefts 

I  i  2  Death's 
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Death's  dreaded  march  thro'  Earth's  domain 
To  paths  by  Him  prefcrib'd  reftrain. 

To  each,    whofe  heart  rejeds  his  fvvay. 

His  terrors  fhall  their  guih  repay  ; 

Deftrudion,  with  unwearied  pace^ 

Through  Sin's  dark  maze  their  path  fliall  trace  ;; 

26. 
Intent  on  plans  of  future  ill. 
His  ftroke  the  hairy  fcalp  fhall  feel, 
And  fhare  the  vengeance,  thus  aloud 
Denounc'd  on  the  rebellious  Croud. 

27. 
'^  Once  more  from  Bafan's  fertile  plain^ 
*'   Once  more  from  the  divided  Main 
"  Thee,  Jacob,  my  refiftlefs  hand 
*'   Shall  lead,  and  guard  thy  chofen  Band. 

28. 
**  When  Foes  thy  fword  prefumptuous  brave,  * 
*^  Thy  feet  the  fanguine  flream  fhall  lave, 

"  Thy 
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**  Thy  dogs  devour  the  flaughter'd  Throng, 
"  And  tinge  with  impious  gore  their  tongue." 

29. 
My  God,  my  King,  with  joyful  view 
Thy  fteps  our  wond'ring  eyes  purfue. 
As  on  thou  moveft  to  thy  fhrine 
Attended  by  thy  chofen  Line. 

30.. 
Before  the  Singers  walk ;.,  Behind 
The  Mlnftrels  tread,,  irr  concert  joined. 
While,  in  the  midft,  the  Virgin  Train 
Awake  the  timbreFs  loudeft  ftrain* 

''  Your  praifes'*  (thus  begins  the  lay,) 

*'  To  heav'n's  eternal  Sovereign  pay, 

"  Ye  Tribes  that  boaft  your  hallow'd  Race 

"  From  IfraeFs  fruitful  fource  to  trace." 

32. 

Leaft  of  that  Race,  Thou,  Benjamin, 

With  mightier  Judah  there  art  feen. 

While 
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While  Naphthali's  glad  Chiefs  confpire 
With  Zebulon  to  form  the  choir. 

33- 
Strong  in  thy  God,  O  Ifrael,  rife  ; 

And  Thou,  great  Ruler  of  the  fkies, 

Thy  Work  perpetuate  ;  and  increafe 

Thy  People's  ftrength  by  lafting  peace. 

34- 
O  let  thy  grace  and  boundlefs  love, 

Fair  Salem's  fhrine  incircling,  move 

Aflembled  Kings  her  courts  to  greet, 

And  caft  their  gifts  before  thy  feet. 

35- 
The  Beafi:,  that  from  his  reedy  bed 

On  Nile's  proud  bank  uplifts  the  head, 

Rebuke,  and  check  the  impious  Band 

Who  lift  to  idol  Gods  the  hand  ; 

3^- 
From  whom  the  heifer,  and  the  fteef 

The  offer'd  vow  unconfcious  hear, 


While 
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While  to  the  filver's  tinkling  found 
Their  feet  in  folemn  dance  rebound. 

37- 
Their  thirft  of  war,  great  God,  reftrain, 

And  backward  drive  their  fcatter'd  Train  ; 

So,  fummon'd  from  her  fartheft  end, 

Shall  Egypt's  Lords  to  Salem  bend. 

38- 

So  (hall  Arabia's  fertile  land 
Extend  to  Thee  the  fuppliant  hand  ; 
The  various  Realms  that  Earth  divide, 
Shall  fing  to  Ifrael's  God  and  Guide. 

39- 
God  o'er  the  fkies,  in  awful  ftate. 

From  earlieft  age,  exalted  fate  ; 

His  voice,  in  frequent  thunders  giv'n,    . 

Tremendous  fhakes  the  vault  of  Heav'n. 

40. 
To  Him  the  pow'r  afcribe,  whofe  rays^ 
To  Jacob's  view  confpicuous  blaze, 

Who 
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Who  downward  from  th'  ethereal  height 
O'er  fubjedl  Worlds  extends  his  fight. 

What  terrors  from  thy  prefence  flow  1 
O  Thou,  'of  Ifrael's  Foes  the  Foe, 
Whofe  ftrength  his  arm  for  toil  prepares, 
And  crowns  with  fure  fuccefs  his  wars. 

42. 
Bleft  be  the  name  of  IfraeFs  Lord, 
The  God  by  Jacob's  Sons  ador'd, 
To  Him,  till  time  fhall  reach  its  end, 
Let  fongs  of  higheft  praife  afcend. 


PSALM     LXIX.  ^ 

1. 

^  I  ^O  Thee  I  call ;  O  hafte  thee  near, 

"*"     My  voice,  great  God,  indulgent  hear  ; 
Extend  thy  powerful  arm,  and  fave 
My  foul  from  the  voracious  wave. 

In 


PSALM    LXIX.  2S7 

2* 

In  depths  of  mire  behold  me  bound ; 
In  vain  my  finking  feet  the  ground 
Explore  ;  while  high  above  my  head 
The  whelming  floods  their  billows  fpread. 

Faint  are  my  limbs,  my  palate  dry, 
While  ceafelefs  to  my  God  I  cry ; 
With  wafting  orbs  my  eyes  attend 
To  fee  his  promis'd  grace  defcend. 

My  Foes  in  number  far  exceed 
The  hairs,  that  fliade  my  haplefs  head  ; 
Relentlefs  Foes,  that,  arm'd  with  pow'r, 
My  foul  have  labour'd  to  devour  ; 

5' 

Yet  pure  of  each  offence  I  ftand, 
PHght  to  their  terms  my  wilHng  hand^ 
Nor  fhun  (Extortion's  eafy  prey,) 
The  wrong-imputed  debt  to  pay.  "    ... 

Kk  To 
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6; 

To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee  alone 
Tlie  errors  of  my  heart  are  known  ; 
Thine  eyes  my  inmofi:  guilt  have  view'd, 
Nor  can  my  thought  thy  fearch  elude. 

7- 
O  let  not,  heav'nly  Lord,   thine  aid,. 

Thus  long  to  my  requefl  delay 'd,. 

Their  hope  to  hoftile  fcorn  confign', 

Whofe  hearts  on  Ifrael's  God  recHne. 

8. 

Thy  caufe,  by  me  avow'd,  my  fame 
To  infult  gives,  my  cheek  to  fliame  ; 
The  Impious  Mockers  on  me  gaze, 
Each  eye,   each  lip  contempt  betrays. 

9; 

Domeftic  wrath  and  kindred  hate, 

In  thy  defence,  my  foul  await  ; 
The  Brothers  of  my  blood  in  me 
An  Alien  and  an.  Outcafl;  fee. 


The 
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10. 

The  zeal,  that  to  thy  houfe  I  bear, 
My  foul  confumes  ;  each  taunt  fevere, 
That  loud-tongu  d  rage  for  thee  intends, 
On  me  with  fullefl  weight  defcends. 

1 1. 

Diflblv'd  in  tears,  with  fafling  worn, 
What  obloquy  my  foul  has  borne  ! 
My  loins,  with  forrow's  garb  o'erfpread, 
With  jefls  their  cruel  fancy  fed. 

12. 

I  pafs  the  crouded  gate,  purfu'd 
By  laughter  and  reproaches  rude, 
The  proverb  of  the  Drunkard's  tongue, 
And  theme  familiar  of  his  fong. 

O  let  me  in  th*  accepted  hour 
In  pray'r  to  Thee  my  fpirit  pour  ; 
Thine  ear  in  full  accordance  bend, 
And  pleas'd  thy  promised  help  extend. 

K  k  2  Snatch 
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14. 

Snatch  from  the  miry  depths  my  feet ; 
Back  let  my  furious  Foes  retreat, 
Safe  from  their  hate  thy  Servant  keep, 
Nor  leave  him  finking  in  the  deep. 

O  then  the  fweiling  ftorni  affuage, 
Ere  yet  the  flood's  remorfelcfs  rage 
In  dreadful  w^hirlpools  wrap  me  rounds 
And  plunge  me  in  the  dark  profound. 

16. 
Hear,  Lord,  and  to  my  foul  difplay 
Thy  mercy's  all-enliv'ning  ray  ; 
Look  down,  eternal  God,  look  dowe^ 
Behold  me,  but  w^ithout  a  firown. 

Ne'er  to  thy  Servant's  longing  eye 
Thy  face,  amidft  my  woes,  -deny, 
Hafte  to  my  aid,  O  hafte  thee  near, 
Releafe  my  foul  from  hoiftile  fear. 


Thine 
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18. 
Thine  ears  have  heard  each  infult  keen, 
Thine  eyes,  juft  Lord,  my  ihame  have  feen, 
And  ftedfaft  mark'd  the  adverfe  Band, 
That,  leagLi'd  in  guilt,  around  me  Hand. 

19. 
My  foul,  by  evil  tongues  aflaird^ 
Unequal  to  the  confli6l  fail'd  ;, 
I  wifli'd,  in  vain,  fbme  Friend  to  find, 
Whofe  voice  might  foothe  my  troubled  mind. 

Thefe,  'mid  the  Croud  that  wait  me  nigh. 
Gall  to  my  loathing  lips  apply  ; 
While  Thefe  my  thirft's  afflidive  rage 
With  juice  of  fharpeft  tafte  afluage* 

2r. 

While  pleas'd  the  focial  board  they  fliare, 
Let  death  around  it  plant  a  fnare, 
And  what  Ihould  bhfs  and  health  beftow 
With  aim  inverted  work  their  woe* 

Let 
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22. 

Let  blindnefs  check  their  fell  defigns, 
Bow  with  affli6lion's  weight  their  loins. 
And  let  thy  wrath,  with  loofen'd  rein, 
Defcendimg  crufh  the  rebel  Train. 

.23. 
Let  horror  and  defl:ru6lion  drear 
Amid  their  tents  the  ftandard  rear. 
Nor  human  Habitant  be  found 
Within  their  dome's  capacious  round  ; — 

24. 
Since,  -Mnprovok'd,  with  murth'rous  view, 
Whom  thou  haft  Ciiitten  they  purfue, 
And  feek,  dnftincl  with  cruel  joy, 
The  Man  of  forrows  to  deftroy. 

25. 
Let  All,  whofe  hearts  no  warnings  bend 
From  depth  to  depth  in  fin  defcend, 
Ne'er,  touch'd  by  healing  mercy,  fee 
The  path  that  leads  to  blifs  and  thee. 
^^^  Let 
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26. 
Let  vengeance,  kindled  to  a  flame, 
Blot  from  the  earth  their  hatefid  name, 
Nor  let  them,   'mid  thy  chofen  Band, 
In  life's  fair  page  recorded  fland. 

27. 
And  O  !   while  prefs'd  with  ills  I  lie, 
Cafl:  on  my  ftate  a  pitying  eye, 
And  let  thy  mercy  to  my  grief 
In  full  fufficlence  yield  relief. 

28;. 
For  this  to  Thee  my  voice  I  rear  ; 
Nor  (hall  the  hoof 'd  and  horned  ft'eer, 
New  draughted  from  the  fat'ning  field, 
A  facrifice  fo  grateful  yield. 

29. 
Ye  Meek,  who  feek  God's  faving  aid, 
His  love,  in  my  releafe  difplay'd. 
His  love  your  dying  hearts  fhall  chear, 
Who  ftoops  the  captive  Poor  to  hear. 

O  praife 
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30- 
O  praife  him,  Heav'n,  and  Seas,  and  Earth, 

And  All  whom  nature  wakes  to  birth  ; 

Hnn  praife,  who  Sion  deigns  to  ihield, 

Whofe  hand  fhall  Judah^s  cities  build* 

He  bids  her  Sons  the  land  divide, 
Where  unmolefted  {hall  refide, 
Through  rolling  time's  extended  year, 
A  Race  devoted  to  his  fear* 


PSALM     LXX. 

t. 
T  TASTE  to  my  aid,  my  Saviour,  hafte  ; 
-*-  -■■  My  foul,  by  hoftile  numbers  chas'd, 

To  thee  directs  its  pray V  ^ 
In  wild  confuiion  backward  borne 
Their  wifh  defeated  \tt  them  mcmm^ 
And  loft  m  ^empty  :air* 

Be 
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2. 
Be  fliame  their  jufl:  reward  aflign'd, 
While  round  me  with  relentlefs  mind 

Derifion's  fliout  they  raife  : 
Thy  bhfs  let  All,  who  feek  thee,  (hare, 
And,  taught  thy  love,  that  love  declare 

In  fongs  of  ceafelefs  praife. 

3- 
While  Thefe  in  thy  falvation  joy, 

Increafing  griefs  my  thought  employ, 

And  fpecdieft  aid  demand. 
My  Helper  and  Redeemer,  hear  ; 
O,  inftant  in  my  caule  appear, 

And  reach  thy  faving  hand. 

PSALM     LXXI. 

I. 

/^N  thee,  O  God,  with  fteady  frame, 
^^  O  blaft  not  thou  my  hope  with  fhame,' 
On  thee  my  Soul  its  truft  has  ftaid, 
And  alks  thy  juflice  to  its  aid. 

L  1  Thy 
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2. 

Thy  Servant,  God  of  Gods  fupreme,. 
O  hear,   and  haften  to  redeem  ; 
Be  thou  my  roek,   and  fafe  refort  ;— 
My  rock  thou  art,  my  ftrongefl  fort^ 

3- 
Thy  lips  my  refcue  have  decreed, 

And  bid  each  threaten'd  ill  recede ;; 

O  let  thy  promis'd  help  overthrow 

Each  impious  and  revengeful  Foe. 

4- 
On  thee  my  hopes  fupported  ftand  ; 

My  life  from  earliefl:  youth  thy  hand 

(That  life  which  firil  from  thee  began,) 

Preferv'd,   and  led  me  up  to  Man. 

When  lodg'd  within  the  womb  I  lay, 
Thy  care  produc'd  me  to  the  day, 
And,  while  that  care  my  years  prolongs. 
Thy  name  (hall  animate  my  fongs. 


Though 
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6. 

Though  Crouds,  with  filent  gaze,  in  me 

A  fpedlacle  of  wonder  fee, 

Amidfl;  my  grief,   amidfl  my  pain, 

Thy  love  fhall  ilill  my  faith  fuftain, 

'^ 
I' 

Thy  arm  in  my  rehef  employ, 
That  foon,  my  hope  abforb'd  in  jov, 
From  opening  dawn  to  clofing  eve 
Thy  praifes  on  my  tongue  may  live. 

8. 

O  let  me  not,   almighty  Friend, 
While  with  a  weight  of  ao;e  I  bend. 
And  wearied  nature's  fuccours  fail, 
The  abfence  of  thine  aid  bewail. 

9- 

''   Behold"  (fuch  words  the  rancVous  heart 

Suggefts,   while,  pleas'd,   with  fecret  art 

My  Foes  the  deathful  fnare  provide,) 

'*   A  Wretch,   whom  God  has  caft  afide  . 

L  1   2  '*   Come," 
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10. 

*'   Come/'   (thus,  by  lawlefs  counfel  led, 
Aloud  they  cry)  "   deftrudion  fpread  ; 
"   Purfue,  and  mark  him  for  the  grave  ; 
"   Purfue  ;   for  none  is  nigh  to  fave," 

1 1. 
My  God,  my  God,  depart  not  far, 
But  hafte,  and  make  my  life  thy  care  j 
O  obvious  to  my  pray  V  arife  ; 
Nor  let  their  guilt  efcape  thine  eyes. 

12. 

Let  fhame,  let  death  their  deeds  repay, 
Who  wilh  my  guiltlefs  foul  their  prey, 
And  black  difgrace  their  name  o'erfpread, 
Who  aim  their  mifchiefs  at  my  head. 

My  heart  fhall  ftill  on  Thee  depend ; 
My  thankful  voice  to  Thee  afcend. 
And,  through  the  day,  my  God  and  King, 
Thy  juftice,  thy  falvation  fing. 

Thy 
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14, 
Thy  mercies,  Lord,  all  praife  furmount, 
No  numbers  can  their  fum  recount, 
For  ne'er  can  words  in  equal  ftrain 
The  meafure  of  thy  love  explain. 

Lo !  in  thy  ftrength  I  take  my  way, 
Thou  art  my  God,  and  thou  my  ftay  ; 
Thy  righteoufnefs  alone,  and  love 
My  heart  fhall  warm,  my  fong  improve* 

16. 

Thy  lefTons  on  my  youthful  breaft 
Fair  wifdom's  facred  lines  imprefs'd, 
And  taught  me,  each  advancing  hour, 
To  fpeak  the  wonders  of  thy  pow'r. 

Recede  not  now,  while  grey  with  years, 

His  hands  to  thee  thy  Servant  rears, 

Nor  e'er  thy  wonted  help  withhold, 

Till,  plea&'d,  my  tongue  thy  ads  has  told  :— 

Such 
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l8. 
Such  ads  as  fliall  the  ear  invite 
Of  All,  who  now  th'  ethereal  light 
Enjoy,  and  oft  rehears'd  engage 
The  wonder  of  each  future  ase. 

19. 

How  great  thy  pow'r,   thy  works  how  great  ! 
Say,   what  in  earth,   or  heav'n's  high  feat. 
What  fhall  the  fearching  eye  to  Thee 
Or  Equal,   Lord,  or  Second,  fee  ? 

20. 
How  haft  thou  bid  my  foul  to  know 
A  long  viciffitude  of  w^oe. 
Yet,  back  returned,   with  quick'ning  ray 
Haft  chas'd  each  cloud  of  grief  away  ! 

21. 
Thy  hand,  when  earth  had  clos'd  me  round, 
Has  fnatch'd  me  from  the  dark  profound, 
My  head  with  endlefs  honours  blefs'd, 
And  footh'd  my  anxious  thoughts  to  reft. 

O  Thou, 
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22. 
O  Thou,  whom,  wrapt  in  holy  fear, 
The  Sons  of  Ifrael's  Hne  revere  ; 
Thy  powV,  thy  mercy  fhall  my  lay 
In  fweet  harmonious  founds  difplay. 

Thy  truth  my  pfalt'ry  fhall  infpire, 
And  tune  to  loudeft  notes  my  lyre, 
My  willing  lips  with  praife  overflow. 
My  refcu'd  foul  with  tranfport  glow. 

24. 
From  morn  to  night,  indulgent  Lord, 
My  tongue  thy  juftice  fhall  record  ; 
That  gave  the  period  to  my  woes, 
And  whelm'd  in  fhame  my  vaunting  Foes. 
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I. 
TNSTRUCT,  great  God,   the  kingly  heart, 
-*-   Nor  ceafe  thy  guidance  to  impart, 
Till,  pleas'd,  the  Heir  of  Judah's  throne 
Thy  precept's  full  extent  has  known. 

2. 

So  fhall  his  hand  difpenfe  thy  laws, 
Prompt  to  defend  the  poor  Man's  caufe, 
In  his  prote6ling  arm  the  Meek 
With  fure  fuccefs  their  aid  fhall  feek. 

Peace  from  the  fort-clad  mountain's  brow 
Shall  blefs  the  happy  plains  below. 
And  juftice  from  each  rocky  cell 
Shall  violence  and  fraud  expel. 

In  him  the  Souls  to  fcorn  confign'd 
The  Advocate  and  Friend  fhall  find ; 


His 
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His  arm  their  injur'd  Race  fliall  right, 
And  crufli  the  proud  Oppreflfor's  might. 

5- 
Thy  fear  fuceeeding  times  (hall  own, 

Long  as  the  fun  and  waxing  moon, 

With  varied  light,  in  fwift  career, 

Alternate  guide  the  circling  year. 

The  Son  from  heav'n  his  grace  (hall  pour 
Delightful  as  the  copious  (howV, 
Whofe  drops  refrefh  the  new-ftiorn  plaioi 
And  fwell  with  life  the  foodful  grain. 

7- 
His  care  the  Juft  aloft  fhall  raife, 

Nor  fair  profperlty  his  days 

Defift  to  crown,  till  round  the  pole  i 

The  meafur'd  months  fhall  ceafe  to  roll. 

8. 

From  fea  to  fea  his  wide  command 
Shall  reach,  aivd  from  Euphrates*  llrand 

M  m  Through 
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Through  realms  of  various  tongue  extend 
Far  as  to  earth's  remoteft  end. 

To  him  the  defert's  Tribes  fhall  kneel  ; 
His  Foes,  that  on  their  conqu'ring  fteel 
Repos'd  ere-while  their  frantic  truft, 
Shall  proflrate  fall,  and  lick  the  duft. 

10. 

Before  Melliah's  prefence  meet 
The  Chiefs,  at  whofe  imperial  feet 
Arabia's  far-divided  fhores 
Prolific  fpread  their  richefl:  ftores. 

II. 

See  Kings  from  Tharfis  and  each  ifle 
Their  prefents  bring  with  w^illing  toil ; 
Each  Prince  to  him  fhall  homage  pay. 
Each  Nation  own  his  equal  fway. 

12. 

He,  when  the  helplefs  Poor  fhall  cry, 
Shall  hear  propitious  from  on  high, 


Health 
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Health  to  their  fainting  fouls  convey,  n 

And  challenge  from  the  grave  its  prey. 

Nor  fraud,  nor  rapine's  iron  hand 
Shall  dare  to  touch  the  pious  Band  ; 
For  facred  is  their  blood,  and  high 
Its  price  in  his  paternal  eye. 

14. 

Long  (hall  he  live,   and  Sheba's  gold 

In  tributary  heaps  behold 

Difplay'd,  while  Crouds  (hall  fuppliant  bow, 

And  thankful  pay  their  daily  vow. 

Lift  to  the  mountain's  height  your  eyes  ; 
And  fee  the  yellow  harvefts  rife, 
Wide-waving,  as  the  verdure  fpread 
On  Lebanon's  exalted  head.  ..    ' 

16. 

Behold  his  cities  o'er  the  plain 

Pour  from  their  gates  a  num'rous  Train, 

M  m  2  And 
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And  healthful  as  the  v^rilal  birth, 

That  fhades  with  green  th^  joyous  earth. 

From  age  to  age  th^  orb  of  day 
His  brighter  glories  fliall  furvey^ 
While  Man's  whole  Race  his  iove  Gonfefs, 
And,  bleft  in  him,  his  .name  fliall  blef&. 

i8. 
Exalt,  exalt  your  heav'tily  Lord, 
In  all  his  wondVous  a61s  ador'd  : 
To  him  'iii  loftie-fl:  praifes  joia, 
And  blefs  the  Majefty  divine  ^- 

19. 
That  Majefty-,  wlKife  <:.lo4jdlefs  rays 
O'er  earth's  capacious  iround  fliall  blaze  : 
To  Him  again  in  pr-aifes  join^ 
O  blefs  the  Majefly  divine. 
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I. 
"XTE S  :  mightleft  Lord  !   My  foul  has  knowji 

-*•     Thy  Love  to  Ifrael's  Offspring  ftiown, 
And  owns  the  blifs  by  Thee  ordain'd 
To  each,  who  bears  a  heart  unftain'd. 

2. 

Yet,  griev'd,  awhile  thy  paths.,  my  God, 
With  hefitating  ftep  I  trod. 
And,  but  for  Thee,  the  faithful  Guide^ 
My  erring  feet  Jaad  fwerv'd  afide. 

As  fix'd  in  happieft  ftate  I  fee 
The  Foes  to  virtue,  truth,  and  The^, 
Their  bleffmgs  ©n  my  thoughts  impre^ft, 
With  envy  near  had  fill'd  my  -Iffijeaft. 

4- 
Health  firings  their  rnerves;;  ^^d^death,   (their  hour 

Approaoliiiig),,  with  jremitted  ppwV 

And 
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And  flow  advance  his  eafy  doom 
Infli6ling,  bows  them  to  the  tomb. 

Forbid  the  gen'ral  lot  to  fliare 
Of  pain,   affli6tion,  want,  and  care, 
The  lawlefs  Tribe  with  cruel  flcill 
Augment  the  woes  that  others  feel. 

Pride  on  their  neck  its  chain  has  bound, 
And  violence  invefts  them  round ; 
Their  fwelling  eyes  and  pamper'd  frame 
Their  boundlefs  appetite  proclaim. 

Their  wiflies  by  fuccefs  outrun, 
Their  headlong  wills  controulment  fliun ; 
And  words,  with  fury  wing'd,  impart 
The  genuine  didates  of  their  heart. 

8. 

Lo,  train'd  to  infolence  and  wrong 
Againft  the  heav'ns  their  impious  tongue 

Defiance 
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Defiance  and  reproach  has  hurl'd, 
And  unrefifted  walks  the  world. 

Untaught  to  fcan  thy  wife  decree, 
With  wonder,   Lord,   thy  People  fee 
Life's  choicefl:  gifts  their    want  fupply, 
Whofe  breads  thy  ev'ry  threat  defy  :— 

10. 
Who  afk,   **  Shall  He  our  a6ls  furvey, 
''   Whofe  hands  th'  ethereal  fceptre  fway  ? 
''   Shall  He,   inthron'd  above  the  ftars, 
"  To  earth's  low  fcene  extend  his  cares  ?" 

II. 

While  daring  Mortals  thus  each  hour 
Thee,  Lord,  infult,  and  brave  thy  powV, 
Yet,   funk  in  eafe,   and  bleft  with  health, 
Amafs  in  heaps  their  growing  wealth  ; — 

12. 

In  vain,   (thy  Servant  cried,)  in  vain, 
I  purge  my  breail  from  ev'ry  ftain, 

My 
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My  a6ls  conform  to  thy  commands, 
And  wafh  in  innocence  my  hands. 

Each  day  oppreft  with  fierceft  pains, 
Thy  fcourge  iny  chaften'd  foul  fuftains, 
Each  morn,  that  rifing  ftreaks  the  fky, 
Awakes  me  but  to  mifery. 

14. 
My  heart,  awhik  by  grief  aflail'd, 
In  filence  l<mg  its  thought  has  veil'd, 
Left  doubts  hke  mine  thy  Saints  betray 
From  thy  decrees,  great  God,  to  ftray. 

Thy  condu6l  weigh 'd,  awhile  my  mind 
Its  hidden  caufe  el^y'd  to  fcd ; 
That  caufe,  as  deeper  it  inquires. 
Still  farther  from  its  fearch  retires. 

t6. 
Thy  fane  at  length  I  flj^ek ::  and  there, 
(My  anxious  foul  effus'd  in  pray'r.,,) 

Inftrudled 
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Inftru6led  by  thy  fpirit,   read 
The  period  to  their  guilt  decreed. 

I  fee  Thee  on  the  flipp'ry  feat 
Of  high  ambition  plant  their  feet, 
Then  mark  them  as  they  downward  bend, 
And  headlong  to  the  earth  defcend. 

18. 

Thy  hand  in  unexpedled  hour 
Deftroys  the  phantom  of  their  powV, 
How  fwift,  how  fudden  is  their  fate  ! 
What  horrors,  Lord,  their  death  await ! 

19. 
Wrapt  in  oblivion's  (hade  they  lie, 
Their  image  vanifh'd  from  the  eye, 
As  the  light  fabric  of  a  dream, 
DifTolv'd  by  day's  intruding  beam. 

20. 
Such  woes,  in  error's  fetters  chainM, 
Such  heart-felt  anguifh,  I  fuftain'd, 

N  n  Infenfate, 
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Infenfate,  as  the  brutes  that  rove 
Th'  extended  wild,   or  fliady  grove. 

21. 

Yet  ftill  thy  care  confefs'd  me  Thine  ; 
My  hand  within  the  hand  divine    ' 
Was  lock'd  ;  Thou,  Thou,  ahnighty  Friend, 
Propitious  (halt  my  caufe  defend. 

22. 

By  thy  diredive  counfel  led, 
Life's  maze  I  y^t,  fecure,  fhall  tread. 
And  wait  till  thy  appointed  hour 
The  promised  glory  round  me  pour. 

23. 
O  fay,  in  heav'n's  capacious  round 
What  Friend  like  Thee  my  Soul  has  found ; 
Or  who,  great  God,  on  earth  refides, 
Whofe  love  with  Thine  my  breaft  divides. 

24. 
My  heart,  my  flefh  have  fail'd  ;  but  Thee 
My  lading  heritage  I  fee ; 

Thy 
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Thy  ftrength  my  fainting  fplrit  cheers, 
And  checks  my  grief,  and  cahns  my  fears. 

Who,   taught  to  fpurn  his  equal  fway, 
From  Ifrael's  God  adult'rous  ftray, 
His  juftice,   with  reverfelefs  doom, 
In  life's  full  vigour  fhall  confume. 

26. 
While,  warm  with  lioly  tranfport,  I 
To  Him  with  fure  fuccefs  apply, 
Him  truft,  and,  guarded  by  his  care, 
To  Man's  whole  Race  his  a61s  declare. 
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I. 
/^  THOU,  whofe  hand  has  Ifrael  led, 
^^^  His  fold  enlarg'd,  his  pafture  fpread, 
Why  haft  thou  doom'd  us  thus  to  bear 
A  long  exclufion  from  thy  care  ? 

N  n  2  *         Why 
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2. 

Why  thus  beneath  thy  anger  groan 

The  Flock  whom  thou  haft  feal'd  thine  own  ? 

Call  to  thy  thought  the  facred  Band 

Once  own'd  the  purchafe  of  thy  hand: — 

The  heritage  by  Thee  redeem'd, 
Fair  Sion's  mount,  where  copious  ftream'd 
Th'  eternal  light,  and  fpoke  her  (hrine 
The  feat  of  majefty  divine. 

Lift  to  that  feat  thy  fteps  again  ; 
See  defolation  fpread  her  reign 
Around  it,   and  its  wide  extent 
Each  mark  of  hoftile  rage  prefent. 

With  clamours  fierce  a  lawlefs  Train 
The  filence  of  thy  courts  profane, 
And  bid  their  ftandard  to  the  ikies 
Aloft  in  haughty  triumph  rife. 


As 
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6. 

As  when  the  Woodman's  ftroke  invades 
The  lofty  grove's  thick-woven  fhades, 
So  through  thy  temple's  awful  bounds, 
Now  here,   now  there,   the  axe  refounds. 

Down,   down  in  fhapelefs  ruins  fall 
The  fculptures  fair  that  grac'd  its  wall, 
Rich  with  the  for  eft's  nobleft  fpoil, 
And  wrought  by  heav'n-dire6led  toil. 

8. 

Along  thy  violated  dome 
Intruding  flames  licentious  roam, 
Swift,   Lord,   the  fiery  deluge  ftrays 
And  wraps  the  fabric  in  its  blaze. 

9. 

Thy  fpacious  courts,  arid  tow'rs  fublime, 
Whofe  roofs  through  long-revolving  time 
With  holy  wonder  ftruck  each  eye, 
Now  heap'd  in  dire  confufion  lie. 

"  Come," 
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lo. 

"   Come,"  thus  th'  infulting  Foe  has  cried, 
*'   Come,   deal  the  vengeance  far  and  wide  ; 
<«   And  let  the  flames  with  equal  doom 
"  Each  houfe  of  IfraeFs  God  confume." 

1 1. 

They  fpeak  :  and,  inftant,  all  around 
The  blazing  ruins  ftrew  the  ground, 
No  more  thy  wonders  to  our  eyes, 
Blefl:  fignals  of  thy  prefence,  rife. 

12. 

No  more  the  Prophet's  lips  thy  will 
In  myftic  oracles  reveal, 
Or  to  the  People's  view  difclofe 
The  deftin'd  period  of  their  woes. 

But  fay,  O  fay,  great  God,  how  long 
Thus  unchaflis'd  the  hoflile  tongue 
Shall  mock  thy  pow'r,  thy  fear  difclaim. 
And  load  with  loud  reproach  thy  name. 

While 
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14. 
While  crimes  like  thefe  redrefs  demand, 
Why  in  thy  bofom  fleeps  thy  hand  ? 
O  pluck  it  forth,   and  let  the  Foe 
Repentant  feel  th'  inflided  blow. 

Thee  from  of  old  my  King  I  fee, 
Nor  knows  my  heart  a  Friend  but  Thee  : 
Thine  arm  alone,   in  Jacob's  right, 
Has  turn'd  each  adverfe  Pow'r  to  flight. 

16. 

At  thy  command,  the  watry  deeps 
Sufpended  flood,   in  liquid  heaps  ; 
And  fafe,  as  o'er  the  fandy  wafte, 
Th'  admiring  Troops  betwixt  them  paft. 

The  proud  Leviathan,  his  head 
Low  to  thy  ftroke  fubmitted,   bled, 
And,   'midfl:  returning  waves,  his  train 
Around  their  mighty  King  are  flain. 

While 
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l8. 

While  rapine  waits  upon  the  ftrand, 
And  calls  from  far  her  hungry  Band, 
That  fcatter'd  range  the  defert  wide, 
The  promis'd  banquet  to  divide. 

19. 
Thy  ftroke  the  rock's  dark  entrails  clave  ; 
Forth  from  its  depth  the  foaming  wave 
Sprang  inftant,   and  with  lengthen'd  train 
Irriguous  lav'd  the  thirfty  plain. 

20. 
Thy  mandate  Jordan's  channel  dried, 
And  backward  roll'd  his  wond'ring  tide  ; 
While  Ifrael's  Sons,  by  Thee,   O  God, 
Condu6led,   fafe  the  channel  trod. 

21. 
By  Thee  prepar'd,   the  night  and  day 
Alternate  walk  th'  ethereal  way  ; 
Thy  art  the    ight's  thin  texture  fpun. 
And  with  it  cloth'd  the  jocund  fun. 


Thy 
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22. 

Thy  hand  the  earth's  vafi:  fabric  rounds, 
Its  balance  fixes,  marks  its  bounds, 
With  fummer's  flow'rs  its  glebe  unbinds, 
Or  warps  it  with  the  wintry  winds. 

Parent  of  Nature  !   God  fupreme  !  " 

While  folly's  Sons  thy  a6ls  blafpheme, 
O  vindicate  thy  name  from  wrong, 
And  filence  the  reproachful  tongue. 

24. 

Let  not  the  fangs  of  cruel  pow'r 
Thy  trembling  Turtle's  life  devour, 
Nor  dark  oblivion's  fliade  our  pain 
For  ever  from  thy  thought  detain. 

25. 
O  give  the  Flock,  that  bears  thy  name, 
Thy  fed'ral  mercy  yet  to  claim  : 
Behold  within  each  cavern'd  cell 
Fraud,   violence,  and  rapine  dwell. 

O  o  Behold 
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26. 
Behold  ;  and  let  th'  afflided  Poor, 
From  terror  and  from  fhame  fecure, 
With  grateful  heart,   and  joyous  tongue, 
Wake  to  thy  praife  the  hallow'd  fong. 

27. 
Rife,  mightiefl:  Lord,  thy  caufe  defend : 
Wide  o'er  a  guilty  Race  extend 
Thy  rod,   and  let  the  needful  blow 
Reprefs  the  licence  of  the  Foe, 

28. 
O  let  thy  hand  correct  their  fin, 
Whofe  hearts  thy  mercy  fails  to  win, 
Whofe  mad  prefumption  ev'ry  hour 
With  heighten'd  rage  infults  thy  powV. 
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I. 

^  I  ^HY  name,  immortal  God,  thy  name 

-^     Our  love  and  higheft  pralfe  fhall  claim, 
Whofe  a6ls  atteft  thee  ever  near, 
And  plant  within  each  heart  thy  fear. 

2. 
To  me,  to  me  the  hour  is  known, 
When,  feated  on  th'  appointed  throne. 
My  juftice  (hall  affert  its  laws. 
And  arbitrate  each  dubious  caufe. 

3- 

Though  all  the  land  before  mine  eye 

DilTolv'd  in  wide  confufion  lie. 
Secure  from  lapfe  its  pillars  ftand, 
And  reft  on  my  fupporting  hand. 

4- 

Lift  not  the  horn,  ye  Sons  of  pride, 

(Aloud  with  fierce  rebuke  I  cried,) 

O  o  2  ■  Lift 
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Lift  not  the  horn  ;   nor  thus  in  vain, 
With  ftubborn  neck  oppofe  my  reign. 

5- 

Shall  pow'r,   to  eaft  or  weft  inclined, 
Float  cafual  on  the  wafting  wind, 
Or  ilTue  from  the  climes,   that  blaze 
Beneath  the  fun's  meridian  rays  ? 

5. 

That  God,  who  erft  the  heav'ns  outfpread, 
The  regal  crown  from  head  to  head 
Transfers  :   wealth,  honour,  pow'r,  his  doom 
At  will  fliall  grant,  at  will  refume. 

7- 
His  hand  the  full-charg'd  cup  prefents, 

While  red  with  wrath  Its  wine  ferments, 

Whofe  mixture  earth's  rebellious  Train 

Low  to  its  utmoft  dregs  fhall  drain. 

8. 
But  I,  with  facred  tranfport  fill'd, 
To  Jacob's  God  my  praife  will  yield ; 

Through 


PSALM    LXXVI.  293 

Through  Hfe's  conthiu'd  round,  my  tongue 
Shall  wake  to  Him  the  joyous  fong. 

Behold  me,   conqu'ring  in  his  right, 
Now  crufli  the  horn  of  impious  might, 
Now  bid  the  Juft,   that  proflrate  lies, 
With  lifted  head  triumphant  rife. 
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r. 

^  I  ^HY  confines,   Judah,   God  have  known, 

-■-     His  greatnefs  Ifrael's  Oflfspring  own, 
His  glories  Salem's  temple  fill, 
And  reft  on  Sion's  facred  hill. 

2. 
There  broke  his  hand  the  fword  and  fhield, 
And  caft  them  ufelefs  on  the  field  ; 
There  fnap'd  the  arrow^s  wing'd  with  fire, 
And  bade  the  raging  war  expire. 

O  cloth'd 
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3- 
O  cloth'd  with  majefty  divine, 

O  fay,  what  ftrength  fhall  equal  Thine  ? 

Not  fuch  the  mountains  boaft,  whofe  feat 

To  Robbers  yield  a  fafe  retreat. 

Each  hoftile,  each  infulting  Pow'r, 

Thy  Saints  impatient  to  devour. 

Who  wont  with  fpoils  the  earth  to  heap, 

Now,  fpoird  themfelves,  have  flept  their  fleep. 

5- 

Amaz'd  the  Chiefs  were  feen  to  ftand ; 
Nor  knew  the  once  reiiftlefs  hand 
Its  talk,  but,   fummon'd  to  their  aid. 
Shrunk  trembhng  back  and  difobey'd. 

6. 
The  fteed,  the  car  that  o'er  the  plain 
Rufh'd  headlong  on,  nor  heard  the  rein, 
With  horror  ftruck  confefs  Thee  nigh, 
And  wrapt  in  iron  flumber  lie. . 

Thou, 
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r 

Thou,   Tliou  alone  our  fear  fhalt  claim : 
O  who,  when,  kindled  to  a  flame, 
Thy  vengeance  fliall  its  debt  demand, 
Shall  dare  wuthin  thy  fight  to  fland  ? 

8. 

Earth  heard,  when  God  the  judgment  gave, 
And  rofe  his  injur'd  Saints  to  fave, 
In  filent  dread  beheld  his  look, 
And  inftant  to  her  centre  fliook. 

9- 

While  impious  Crouds  oppofe  thy  reign, 

Thou,   Lord,  their  fury  flialt  reftrain, 
Thy  ftroke  conc(5l  their  ftubborn  will, 
And  teach  them  at  thy  fhrine  to  kneel. 

10. 

Low  to  our  God,   ye  Nations,  bow, 
Yield  to  his  name  the  faithful  vow, 
Him  ferve  with  fear,  and  duteous  bring 
Your  prefcnts  to  the  heav  nly  King  ; — 
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1 1. 

That  King,  whofe  fword,   in  wrath  applied, 

Lops  in  mid  growth  the  Tyrant's  pride, 
And  threatful  bids  each  earthly  throne 
His  mightier  fway  fubmiffive  own. 

PSALM     LXXVII. 

I. 

^  I  ^O  God  my  fuppllant  voice  I  rear, 

-'"     With  holy  violence  his  ear 
Solicit,  and  expe6lant  kneel, 
Till  He  my  inward  anguifh  heal. 

2. 
To  Him  with  fervent  zeal  I  cried, 
In  whom  alone  my  hopes  refide  ; 
With  ftretch'd  out  hand,  and  reftlefs  thought, 
Befet  with  woes,  his  aid  I  fought. 

When  night's  dark  {hades  the  earth  inveft, 
And  weary  nature  finks  to  reft. 

Still, 
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Still,   deaf  to  comfort,   I  complain, 
And  give    my  ftriiggling  griefs  the  rein. 

Now  fix'd  on  God,   to  him  in  pray'r 
My  fainting  fpirit  pour'd  its  care. 
And  words  in  artlefs  form  composed, 
The  tumult  of  my  Soul  difclos'd, 

5- 
Now,   dumb  with  forrow  while  I  weep, 

My  eyes  their  ceafelefs  vigils  keep  : 

Anon  my  mind  its  fearch  began  ; 

And  back  to  diftant  years  I  ran,— 

6. 

The  years,   whofe  wonders  to  my  tongue 
Yield  fruitful  themes  of  joyous  fong, 
And  deep  inquiry  to  my  breaft 
At  midnioht's  thoughtful  hour  fuo-geft. 

7- 
Will  God  a  heart  opprefs'd  as  mine 

For  ever  to  its  griefs  refign  ? 

P  p  Has 
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Has  mercy  from  his  bofom  fled  ? 
My  hope  his  promife  vainly  fed  ? 

8. 

Forgets  th'  Ahiiighty  to  be  kind  ? 
And  fhall  liis  love,   in  wrath  confin'd, 
No  more  its  w^onted  aid  beftow, 
Or  fix  a  meafure  to  my  woe  ? 

Now  reafon's  powVs  colle61ed  rife, 
And  thus  each  anxious  doubt  chaftife  ; 
Though  prefl  with  various  ills  I  ftand, 
And  mourn  the  changes  of  his  hand,— 

10. 

His  works,   atchiev'd  in  ages  pafl, 
Shall  fix'd  in  my  remembrance  laft  ; 
His  wonders  on  my  thought  fhall  dwell. 
My  tongue  his  a6\s  unwearied  tell. 

1 1. 

For  fan^lity  thy  counfel  guides, 

And  o'er  thy  paths,  blefl  Sire,  prefides  j 


Where 
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Where  finds,   O  where  the  fearching  eye 
A  God,   with  Ifrael's  God  to  vie  ? 

I  2. 
Maker  of  All  !   at  thy  command 
Reversed  the  laws  of  nature  ftand  ; 
Stupendous  fcenes  thy  a61s  afford, 
And  bid  the  Nations  know  their  Lord. 

Let  Jacob,   and  let  Jofeph  fay, 
How  ftrong  thy  arm  to  chafe  away 
Each  woe  that  waits  thy  People  near, 
Each  danger  that  exites  their  fear. 

14. 

The  deeps  beheld  thee,   heav'nly  King  ! 
The  deeps  beheld  thee  ;   and  each  fpring, 
That  rofe  from  out  their  fandy  bed, 
Tumultuous  own'd  its  fuddcn  dread. 

Inceffant  from  the  burfting  cloud, 
Down  ftream'd  the  bidden  rain  ;  aloud 

P  p   2  Peal'd 
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Peal'd  the  big  thunder  ;   through  the  fky 
Thy  flaming  fhafts  were  feen  to  fly  ; — 

1 6. 
And,   as  thy  voice  around  the  pole 
In  awful  threats  was  heard  to  roll, 
Earth  trembling  groan'd,   while  o'er  her  head 
Its  livid  fliect  the  lightning  fpread.. 

17. 
Wide  yawn'd  the  flood  from  fliore  to  fliore, 
And  op'd  a  path  unknown  before, 
While  Ifrael's  Guardian,  and  his  God 
With  tracklefs  ftep  its  channel  trod.. 

18. 
As  flieep  to  diftant  paftures  led, 
Secure  thy  People  march'd,  convey'd 
By  Mofes'  and  by  Aaron's  hand 
To  promis'd  Canaan's  happy  land. 


PSALM 


301 


PSALM     LXXVIII. 

I. 
^^7^E  Nations,   to  my  law  give  ear, 

-^     The  diclates  of  my  lips  revere, 
While  heav'ii-taught  parables  they  yield, 
And  truths  in  myftic  fong  conceaFd  ;— 

2. 

Truths,   which,   from  earliefl:  ages  heard, 
To  us  in  facrcd  trnll  transferred. 
From  Sire  to  Son  fucccfll\  c  flow, 
That  latcft  times  our  God  may  know  ; — 

3- 

That  latefl:  times  in  thankful  verfe 

His  bomidlefs  mercies  may  rehearfe, 
And  own  the  wonders  of  his  hand 
Whofe  pow'r  prefides  o'er  Judah's  land. 

He,  bounteous  Parent  of  Mankind, 
His  law  to  Jacob's  Race  confign'd. 


(Fit 
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(Fit  theme  ! — and  worthy  to  engage 
Th'  attention  of  each  future  Age  !) 

5- 
That  Children,   yet  unborn,  might  learn 

That  law,   and  yield  the  jufl  return  ; 

Truft  in  his  aid,  his  works  record, 

And  mark  the  precepts  of  his  word  : 

6. 

Unlike  the  Fathers  of  their  line, 
Who,   Rebels  to  the  will  divine, 
Turn'd  from  that  word  their  ftubborn  ear, 
Nor  fought  his  love,  nor  own'd  his  fear. 

7- 
Lo,   Ephraim's  Sons ;  a  heartlefs  Train, 

That,   arm'd  for  war,  but  arm'd  in  vain, 

With  bows  unbended  from  the  fight 

In  wild  diforder  urg'd  their  flight. 

8. 
His  facred  league,   and  jufl;  decrees, 
By  them  forgot,  th'  Almighty  fees, 


His 
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Mis  wonders  by  their  Sires  beheld 

On  Nile's  wide  banks,   and  Zoan's  field. 

What  hand  bnt  His,   from  fide  to  fide 
Could  bid  the  foaming  deep  divide, 
In  liquid  heaps  fufpended  ftand, 
And  fafe  tranfmit  the  chofen  Band  ? 

ID. 

That  hand  the  cloud  around  them  threw, 
Day's  kindled  fervor,  to  fubdue  ; 
And,   lit  by  him,   with  friendly  ray 
The  fire  noclurnal  led  their  way. 

I  r. 

To  quench  their  thirfl:  the  copious  w^ave, 
Call'd  from  the  rock,   its  waters  gave, 
And  onward  pour'd  with  headlong  hafte, 
Luxuriant  lav'd  the  burning  wafte. 

o 
12. 

Strange  to  relate  !   yet,   ftranger  ftill, 
Their  Bands,  rebellious  to  his  will, 


3^3 


In 
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In  rafli  and  heighten'd  fin  confpirc, 
And  dare  to  wrath  the  heav'nlv  Sire. 


T    0» 


As  Ifrael's  Sons,   by  hifl:  ImpelFd, 
Their  courfe  along  the  defert  held, 
Each,   from  th*  Almighty's  lib'ral  hands, 
Meat  for  his  fancied  wants  demands. 

14. 
''  Will  God,  to  give  his  People  bread, 
"   A  table  in  the  defert  fpread  ? 
**   Our  eyes  have  own'd  the  flinty  rock 
"   Obfequious  to  his  mighty  ftroke, — 

*'  Have  feen  the  ftreams,   with  lengthened  train^ 

*'  Run  copious  o'er  the  thirfty  plain  ; 

*'  But  can  his  ftores  exhauftlefs  ftill, 

"  With  flefli  our  hungring  Myriads  fill  ?" 

16. 
He  hears,  and  now  in  kindling  flames 
-His  vengeance  dire  at  Ifrael  aims, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  impious  fpeech  a  heart  betray 'd 
Diftruftful  of  his  promis'd  aid. 

God  opes  for  Men  the  doors  of  heav'n. 
Back  to  their  wifh  the  clouds  are  driv'n, 
And,   downward  pour'd,   th'  ethereal  grain 
In  wide  profufion  fills  the  plain. 

18. 

Their  wants  attentive  to  fupply, 
He  gives  them  manna  from  on  high  ; 
His  fullefl:  bounties  they  have  known, 
And  Angels  food,   and  theirs  are  one. 

19. 

The  winds,   that  o'er  the  defert  fiy, 
New  paths,   by  him  diredlcd,   try, 
And  onward,   through  th'  aerial  way, 
In  flocks  the  vag^rant  fowls  convey ; 

20. 

Till  o'er  their  tents  the  cloud  impends, 
And  down  the  living  fliow'r  defcends, 

Q  q  Thick 
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Thick  as  the  duft,   or  as  the  fand 
That4Ies  upon  the  fea  beat-ftrand. 

21. 

Fed  to  the  full,   th'  infenfate  Throng 
At  will  the  joyous  feaft  prolong, 
No  more  their  frenzy  they  reftrain. 
But  give  their  wild  defires  the  rein  :— 

22. 

While  o'er  their  heads  the  vengeful  fword 
Hangs  viewlefs,   and  but  waits  the  word 
To  fnatch  their  Princes  to  the  tonib,^ 
And  IfraePs  choiceft  ftrength  confume. 

23. 

See  fuffVings  flill  to  fuff'rings  join'd 
Correal  not  Ifrael's  faithlefs  mind, 
Though  fhorten'd  in  duration  flow 
Their  years,  and  meafur'd  out  by  woe. 

24. 

When  flruck  by  his  refiftlefs  hand, 
Their  Tribes  lie  fcattered  o'er  the  land, 


Thus 
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Thus  fcourg*d,  his  powV  they  humbly  own, 
And  early  bow  before  his  throne. 

With  feeming  gratitude  polTefs'd, 
His  arm  each  tongue  their  fhield  confefs'd ; 
And  "  Who  fo  ftrong  to  fave,"  they  cry, 
''  As  Thou,  great  Ruler  of  the  fky  ?'* 

26. 
Diflembling  praife  their  lips  prepare, 
And  folemn  mockery  of  pray'r, 
While,   deep  within,   a  mind  they  nurfc 
To  truth  and  to  his  laws  avcrfc. 

27. 
Yet  fie  their  trefpafs  can  forgive, 
And  bid  th'  obdurate  Sinners  Hve  ; 
Oft  arts  of  mild  perfuafion  tries, 
Nor  lets  his  whofe  difpleafure  rife. 

28. 
Indulgent  He  their  frame  furvey'd. 
Of  flefli  and  frailty  knew  them  made  ; 

Q  q  2  A  wind, 


o 
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A  wind,   that,   life's  fliortpaflage  o'er, 
Fiits  tranfient,   and  returns  no  more. 

29. 
The  confclous  wlldernefs  fhall  tell 
How  oft  the  thanklefs  Race  rebel  ; 
How  oft,   by  mercies  unhibdu'd. 
They  grieve  their  Maker,  juft  and  good. 

Yea,  frantic,   to  their  will  they  bind 
The  counfels  of  th'  eternal  mind  ; 
And  boldly  challenge  to  the  teft 
His  pow'r,   fo  late  their  aid  confeft, — 

When  Cham's  proud  Offspring  felt  his  hand 
Diffuiing  vengeance  through  their  land, 
And  fcenes,   each  hour,  to  nature  new, 
In  dreadful  feries  met  their  view. 

32. 
Their  Nile  corrupted  now  they  mourn, 

And,  though  with  fierceft  thirfl  they  burn, 

Start 
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Start  back,   affrighted,   from  the  flood  ; 
For.  ah  !   its  channel  foams  with  blood. 

33- 
Athirfl:  for  human  gore,   the  fly 

In  countlefs  legions  fills  the  fky, 

And  frogs,  where'er  th'  Egyptians  tread, 

With  dire  intrufion  round  them  fpread. 

34- 
The  beetle,   clufl:'ring  on  their  trees, 

Now  haftes  the  ripen'd  fruit  to  feize, 

While  locufts  fell  the  Tiller's  toil 

Confumc,   and  riot  in  the  fpoil. 

35- 
By  furious  blafts  deftroy'd,   and  torn, 

Their  fallen  fliades  the  forefts  mourn  ; 

Their  frofl-burnt  fig-trees  fade  and  die. 

Their  vines  by  hailflones  ruin'd  lie. 

36. 

The  flurdy  tenants  of  the  flail 
Beneath  the  rattling  tempefts  fall  ; 

The 
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The  flocks,  by  fire  ethereal  flahl, 
In  heaps  promifciious  ftrew  the  plain* 

37- 
Wrath,   horror,   trouble,   at  his  word, 

Quick  on  the  guilty  Race  were  pour'd, 

And  ano;el-forms  with  dreadful  hafte 

From  door  to  door  vindi6live  paft. 

38- 

With  courfe  dire61  his  vengeance  flew, 
Its  path,  by  Him  inftru61ed,  knew, 
And  peftilence  with  noxious  breath 
Sow'd  through  the  air  the  feeds  of  death. 

39- 
Now  to  the  grave,  with  anguifli  torn, 

Each  mother  yields  her  eldeft-born, 

And  Egypt,  through  her  wafted  Ihores, 

The  firft-fruits  of  hex  flrength  deplores. 

40. 
Now,  Ifrael,  flilnes  the  day  to  thee, 
That  bids  thy  captive  Sons  go  free, 


Safe 
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Safe  as  beneath  the  Shepherd's  care 
The  flocks  from  wafte  to  wafte  repair. 

41. 
Each  hoftile  fear  by  him  difpell'd, 
Their  deftln'd  courfe  his  People  held, 
While  deep  beneath  the  whehiiing  wave 
Their  proud  Purfuers  found  a  grave. 

42. 
Behold  them,   borne  to  feats  of  reft, 
Seats  by  his  hallow'd  prefence  bleft, 
With  joyful  ftcp  the  mount  afcend, 
By  his  victorious  arm  obtaln'd, 

43- 
Lo  !   there,  refiftlefs,   Jacob's  Line 

The  Tribes  whom  Canaan's  tents  confine 

By  heaven's  high  doom  appointed  quell, 

And  from  their  forfeit  lands  expel. 

44. 
Yet,  like  their  Sires,  perverfe  they  prove, 
Reje6l  the  offers  of  his  love, 


3i» 
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And  led  from  vvlfdom's  path  aflray, 
Purfue  the  tenour  of  their  way  ; 

45- 
As  ftarts  aflant  the  bow  of  fteel, 

And  faithlefs  mocks  the  Archer's  fklll, 

They,   Rebels  to  his  jufl  command, 

Elude  the  guidance  of  his  hand. 

46. 
On  highefl:  hills  by  Ifrael  raised, 
With  impious  flame  the  altars  blaz'd, 
While  figures  by  the  artift  made 
Thy  honours,  mightieft  Lord,   invade. 

47- 
See,  urg'd  to  wrath,   th'  eternal  Sire 

From  Silo's  hallow'd  tent  retire, 

And  quit  the  feat  fo  lov'd  before, 

Refolv'd  with  Man  to  dwell  no  more. 

48. 
His  ark,  inviolated  fhrine 
Of  ftrength  and  majefly  divine, 


Now 
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Now  wanders  captive  o'er  the  plains, 
Where  guilt  in  all  its  horror  reigns. 

49. 
Prevailing  Foes,    conven'd  from  far, 
On  Ifrael  pour  the  tide  of  war, 
While  God  his  houfhold  from  on  high 
Beholds  with  alienated  eye. 

5.0. 
No  Virgins  to  the  nuptial  band 
Affenting  give  the  plighted  hand, 
While,   fnatch'd  by  the  devouring  fire, 
Their  Sons  in  early  youth  expire. 

51- 

The  fword  dcftru61ion  round  them  fpread, 
Nor  fpar'd  the  Prieft's  anointed  head  ; 
Nor  lives  the  Widow  to  bemoan 
Her  Hufband's  fate,  but  meets  her  own. 

His  People's  cry  th'  Eternal  hears  ; 
As  wak'd  from  fleep,  his  ftrength  he  rears, 

R  r  Shouts 
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Shouts  like  a  Giant  chear'd  with  wine, 
And  wrathful  lifts  the  arm  divine. 

53- 
Th'  averted  Foe  that  arm  confeft, 

With  fhame  and  dire  difeafe  opprefs'd, 

Struck  with  furprife  and  wild  affright, 

Inglorious  backward  urg'd  their  flight. 

54- 
But  where,   O  Ifrael,   (hall  thy  God 

Returning  chufe  his  bleft  abode  ? 

Not  Ephraim's  dwellings  to  his  eyes. 

Nor  thine,   Manaffch,   grateful  rife. 

55- 
On  Judah's  Tribe  he  plac'd  his  care  ; 

Thy  temple,   Sion,   founded  there, 

From  age  to  age  his  love  demands, 

Fix'd  as  the  ground  whereon  it  ftands. 

56. 
That  Tribe  a  David's  birth  has  known, 
Rais'd  from  a  (heep-fold  to  a  throne, 


O'er 
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O'er  Jacob's  realms  to  ftrctch  the  rod, 
And  feed  the  HerItao;e  of  God. 

57- 
As  o'er  the  wafte  the  teeming  ewes 

His  eye  witli  wakeful  care  purfues, 

A  voice  arrefts  the  youthfid  fwain, 

And  calls  him  from  the  humble  plain. 

26. 
He  hears,   and,   w^hile  each  kingly  art 
Thy  fuccours  to  his  breaft  Impart, 
All-potent  Lord  !   with  faithful  mind 
Abfolves  the  charge  by  Thee  afhgn'd. 
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I. 
/^  ISRAEL'S  Father,   King,  and  God  ! 
^^   The  heathen  Pow'rs  thy  lov'd  abode 
Rapacious  feize  ;  the  heathen  Pow'rs 
Thy  flirine  profane  ;  and  Salem's  tow'rs, 

R  r  2  That 
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That  ftruck  with  facred  awe  the  eye, 
Now  whehii'd  in  wide  confufion  lie. 


1 

2. 


Beafts,   and  each  bird,  that  wings  the  niv, 
Thy  flaughtcr'd  Saints  infatiate  tear, 
Whofe  blood  beneath  the  vigor's  fword 
In  ftreams  round  Salem's  walls  was  pour'd ; 
None  wept  their  fall,  or  pitying  gave 
The  cheap  indvilgcnce  of  a  grave. 

See  on  our  heads  each  neighbour  Foe 
Reproach  and  fierce  derifion  throw ; 
See,   Lord,  and  fay  how  long  thine  ire 
Shall  blaze  with  uncxtlngifli'd  fire  ? 
How  long  thy  flock  are  doom'd  to  prove 
The  fad  fiifpenfion  of  thy  love  ? 

On  Nations,  who  thy  laws  difown, 
Nor  yet,  with  humbled  heart,  have  knowni 
Thy  powV  to  fear,  thy  name  invoke, 
On  thefe,  great  God,  infli6l  thy  ftroke  ; 


On 
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On  thefe,— who  Jacob's  ftrength  devour,, 
And  ruin  on  his  dwelling  pour. 

O  let  not  our  tranfgrefllons  paft 
Within  thy  bread  remembered  laft, 
But  hafte,   while  helplefs  thus  we  grieve, 
Thy  long  loft  People  to  relieve, 
And,   IfraeFs  trefpafs  purg'd  away, 
Thy  boundlcfs  clemency  difplay. 

6. 

Bleft  Saviour  !   Let  thy  pow'r  divine 
Confpicuous  in  our  rcfcue  fliine  ; 
Say,   why  fliould  the  reproaching  Foe 
His  triumphs  build  on  Judah's  woe, 
And  alk,   while  thus  thy  fcourge  we  bear, 
"  Where's  now  your  God,  ye  Outcafts,  where?'* 

7- 
Behold,   behold  thy  Servants  (lain  ; 

Nor  let  their  loud-tongued  blood  in  vain 

The  vengeance  of  thine  arm  demand, 

But  give  us  o'er  each  hoftile  land 

To 
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To  fee  thy  wrath  terrific  rife, 
And  folly's  impious  Brood  chaftife. 

8. 
O  hear  the  wretched  Captive's  groan  ; 
The  Souls,   whom  death  has  mark'd  his  own, 
Propitious  fave  ;  the  ceafelefs  wrongs. 
By  hands  profane,   and  daring  tongues, 
Repeated,   in  thy  balance  weigh. 
And  fev'nfold  to  thy  Foes  repay. 

9- 

So  fliall  the  flock  acknowledged  thine 

To  thee  in  grateful  homage  join. 
To  thee  their  loudeft  accents  raife. 
With  thankful  voices  fmg  thy  praife  ; 
And,  long  as  Ifrael  boafts  a  name, 
From  Sire  to  Son  tranfmit  thy  fame. 


PSALM 


3^9 


PSALM     LXXX. 

I. 
QHEPHERD  of  Ifrael,  bow  thine  ear; 
^^   O  Thou  our  pray'r  indulgent  hear, 
Who  Jofeph's  pafture  haft  prepar'd, 
His  guide  by  day,   by  night  his  guard. 

2. 

Betwixt  the  Cherubs  feated  high,         -    • 
Glad  with  thy  beams  our  longing  eye  ; 
Thine  aid,   great  God,   intreated  give, 
And  teach  our  fainting  hope  to  live. 

With  All,   who  from  Manafles  claim 
Their  birth,   and  All  of  Ephraim's  name. 
Each  hoftile  PowV  by  thee  o'erthrown, 
Let  Benjamin  thy  prefence  own. 

Leader  of  Hofts,  Almighty  Lord  ! 
Extend  thy  fuccour  oft  implor'd ; 


Turn 
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t 

Turn  us  again,  thy  face  difplay, 
And  grief  and  fear  fhall  fly  away. 

5- 

How  long,  my  God,  fhall  Ifrael  fee 
Thy  wrath,  while  thus  with  bended  knee 
Their  fupplicating  hands  they  fpread, 
Smoke  unextinguifh'd  o'er  their  head  ? 

6. 

Her  food  the  bread  of  tears,  her  draught 
With  for  row's  largeft  mixture  fraught, 
Sad  Sion  fees  deridino-  Foes 
Her  Sons,   their  deftin'd  prey,   inclofe. 

7- 
Leader  of  Hofl:s,   Almighty  Lord ! 

Extend  thy  fuccours  oft  implor'd ; 

Turn  us  again,  thy  face  difplay, 

And  grief  and  fear  ihall  fly  away. 

8. 
Each  pow'r,  O  Lord,  in  league  combin'd. 
To  juft  excifion  firfl:  confign'd. 

Behold 
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Behold  a  vine  from  Egypt's  land, 
Tranfplanted  by  tliy  foft'ring  hand. 

9- 

Behold  in  Canaan's  fliores,   her  bed 

By  Thee  prepar'd,   her  root  oiitfpread 
Far  as  the  utmofl:  coaft  extends  ; 
While  o'er  the  hills  her  fliade  afcends. 

10. 

Her  branches  tow'rino-  to  the  fls:ies 
With  healthful  ftem  confpicuous  rife, 
And  round  the  cedar's  loftieft  boughs 
Her  cov'rinor  veil  intvvin'd  fhe  throws. 

o 

I  I. 

Long  cherifh'd  by  thy  care  fiie  ftood  ; 
Flere,   verging  tow'rd  th'  AfTyrian  flood, 
In  circuit  wide  the  earth  fhe  crown'd, 
And  there,   the  ocean  mark'd  her  bound. 

12. 

But  now,   in  fad  reverfe,    (Ah  why  ?) 
By  Thee  o'erthrown  the  fences  lie, 

S  s  The 
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The  fruit  expos'd  befide  the  way, 
To  each  rapacious  hand  a  prey. 

The  favage  boar  with  reftlefs  toil 
Uproots  it  from  the  loofen'd  foil, 
And  ev'ry  monfter  of  the  wood 
Crops  from  the  branch  his  obvious  food. 

14. 
Leader  of  Hofts,   and  IfraeFs  Lord  1 
Return  :  Thy  fuccours  oft  implor'd 
Extend  :  from  heav'n's  high  feat  Incline 
Thy  eyes,  and  vifit  this  thy  vine. 

See,  Lord,  the  Offspring  of  thy  hand, 
The  plant,  which  thou  hadfl:  bid  to  ftand, 
And  ftrengthen'd  by  thy  pow'r  defy 
Each  ftorm,  that  rends  the  wintry  fky.. 

16. 

The  gathVing  flames  Its  trunk  furround. 
Its  ruin'd  honours  ftrew  the  ground : 

Beneath 
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Beneath  the  terrors  of  thine  eye 

We  tremble,  Lord,  we  faint,  we  die. 

O  let  the  Man,  whom,  arm'd  with  might, 
Thy  hand  ordains  our  caufe  to  right, 
By  Thee,   great  God,   fupported  fland, 
And  fave,   O  fave,  a  finking  land. 

i8. 
So  ne'er  (hall  fin  our  Souls  enflave  ; 
O  fnatch  us  from  th'  expelling  grave, 
And  ev'ry  knee  to  Thee  fliall  bend, 
Thy  praife  from  evVy  tongue  afcend. 

19. 

Leader  of  Hofts,   Almighty  Lord  ! 
Extend  thy  fuccours  oft  implor'd ; 
Turn  us  again,  thy  face  difplay. 
And  grief  and  fear  fhall  fly  away. 


3^3 


S  s  2  PSALM 


3H 


•  PSALM     LXXXI. 

I. 

^  I  ^O  God  our  ftrength  exalt  the  fong, 

-^     To  Jacob's  Lord  the  note  prolong ; 
Prepare,  prepare  with  tuneful  art 
Your  fhares  of  harmony  to  part. 

2. 

Come,   take  the  hymn,   the  timbrel  ring, 
Praife  on  the  harp  your  heav'nly  King ; 
Strike  into  life  the  trembling  wire, 
With  loudefl:  blafls  the  trump  infpire  : 

For  fee  the  moon  with  recent  horn 
Lead  joyous  on  tjie  feftal  morn, 
Whofe  hallow'd  mirth  to  Ifrael's  Tribes 
Thy  mandate,  mightiefl  Lord,  prefcribes, 

4- 
Its  jufl:  obfervance  Jofeph  learn'd. 

When,  pleao'd,  with  parting  flep  he  fpurn'd 

The 
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The  ruthlefs  foil,   along  whofe  fliore 
A  voice  he  heard  unknown  before. 


S- 
Thus  fpake  th'  Almighty,  — I,  his  God; 

I  from  his  flioulders  took  the  load  ; 

I  from  the  clay  his  toiling  hands 

Released,   and  burft  his  ftubborn  bands. 

6. 

O  Thou,   the  voice  of  whofe  diftrefs 
From  out  the  thunder's  dark  recefs, 
Propitious  to  thy  prayV,  I  heard  ; 
In  whofe.  defence  my  arm  I  rear'd  ;— 

Whofe  faith  my  light  inflidions  tried 
Near  Aleribah's  contentious  tide, 
O  Ifrael !  — with  attentive  ear 
Thy  Maker's  juft  jnjun6iion  hear., 

8. 

Let  None  thy  homage  claim  but  Me, 
Nor  bow  to  foreign  Qods  the  knee ; 


Jehovah 
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Jehovah  only  be  thy  dread  ; 

Thy  footfteps  He  from  Eygpt  led. 

He  gracious  bids  thee  wide  extend 
Thy  lap,   while  down  his  gifts  defcend, 
And  ftreaming  copious  from  on  high 
Yield  to  thy  wifh  the  full  fupply. 

lO. 

Lo,  I  th'  Almighty  fpake  in  vain  ; 
For  IfraeFs  Race,   with  fierce  difdain, 
Refolv'd  their  error  to  purfue, 
Back  from  my  yoke  their  neck  withdrew* 

II. 

No  more  their  frenzy  I  reflrain, 
But  give  their  wild  defires  the  rein, 
And  leave  them  guidelefs,  to  fulfil 
The  di6lates  of  a  headlong  will. 

12. 

O  had  my  People  in  their  breaft, 
By  heav'niy  difcipline  imprefs'd, 


The 
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The  leflbns  of  my  love  retain'd, 
And  trod  the  path  by  Me  ordain'd  !— 

When  forth  to  war  thy  Troops  were  led, 
Myfelf,   O  Ifrael,   at  their  head 
Had  met  the  battle  on  Its  way, 
Thy  guide  to  time's  remoteft  day  ; — 

14. 

Each  humbled  Foe  had  own'd  thy  pow'r, 
To  eafe  thy  want,   its  purefl:  jBour 
Th'  augmented  harveft  had  bcflow'd, 
And  honey  from  the  rock  had  flow'd. 


PSALM     LXXXII. 

r. 
T  T  7HILE  cIothM  with  pow'r  divine,  their  bar 

Earth's  Lords  have  fix'd,   a  mightier  far 
Amidfi:  the  confiftory  ftands, 
And  juflice  from  their  lips  demands. 

How 
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2. 

How  long  fliall  your  unequal  fcale 
Thus  bid  the  impious  caufe  prevail  ? 
Why  are  your  thoughts  by  falfehood  fway'd, 
And  not  in  reafon's    balance  weigh'd  ? 

3- 
Let  law  the  Orphan's  claim  fecure  ; 

Lend  to  the  Helplefs  and  the  Poor 

Your  w^illing  ear  ;   aflert  their-  right. 

And  fave  them  from  oppreflive  might. 

4- 
In  vain  I  call :   Their  ftubborn  mind 

To  blackefl;  darknefs  is  refign'd, 

While  earth  the  dire  confufion  feels, 

And,  groaning,   to  her  centre  reels. 

Gods  ye  were  namM  ;   earth's  Tribes  in  you 
The  Sons  of  Heavn's  high  Monarch  view ; 
But  death  your  frailty  (hall  betray, 
And  mix  with  vulgar  mould  your  clay. 

Rife, 


>l 
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6.  ■     y 

Rife,  miglitiefl:  King,   to  judgment  rife, 
Th'  Opprefs'd  redeem,   the  Proud  chaftife, 
Till  Man's  whole  OiFspring  Thee  alone  ., 

Their  Lord  and  juft  Pofleflbr  own. 

PSALM     LXXXm. 

I. 

ly  /TY  God,  no  longer  filent  fland  ; 
•*"^-*-  No  longer  let  thy  powVful  hand 
Withhold  its  oft-requefted  aid, 
While  thus  thy  Foes  our  peace  invade  ; — 

2. 

While,  flufh'd  with  hope,   the  impious  Band 
In  mingled  tumult  round  us  fland, 
Exulting  in  our  forrows  rife. 
And  brave  with  lifted  head  the  fkies. 

3- 

Behold  them,  Lord,  their  arts  employ, 

The  heav'n-rais'd  People  to  defiroy, 

T  t  '  "'  TTic 


330  PSALM    LXXXIII. 

The  Souls,  whom  with  thy  favour  crown'd 
Thy  fecret  prefence  wraps  around. 

4- 
'*   Come,"  thus,  by  lawlefs  fury  led, 

''  Aloud  they  cry,   "   deftrudllon  fpread 

*'   Along  their  defolated  ihore, 

*'  Till  Ifrael's  name  be  heard  no  more." 


Their  league,  their  plans,  with  frantic  aim, 
Againft  Omnipotence  they  frame  ; 
And,   fir'd  to  rage,   with  fierce  alarms 
The  headlong  Nations  rufh  to  arms. 

6. 

The  tents  of  Edom  o'er  the  plain 
Here  vomit  forth  their  impious  Train, 
While,  Lord,  the  Sons  of  lihmael's  line 
The  harnefs'd  Agar^ans  join. 

7- 
Here  Gebal,  Moab,  Ammon  ftand, 

With  vengeance  arm'd  th'  unconquer'd  Band 


Of 


PSALM    LXXXIII.  331 

Of  Amalek  In  clofe  array 

The  triumphs  of  their  heart  betray. 

8. 
See,   fearlefs,   with  imperial  Tyre 
Philiftia's  Habitants  confpire  ; 
See  AiTur  draw  the  hoftile  blade, 
And  lend  to  Lot's  vile  Race  his  aid. 

9- 

But  give  them,   Lord,   thine  arm  to  feel, 

That  arm  that  made  fierce  Midian  reel, 
And  to  th'  expeding  Mother's  pride 
Her  Sifera's  return  denied  ; — 

10. 
That  Jabin's  warlike  Troops  fubdu'd 
Near  ancient  Kifon's  purpled  flood,         .    • 
While  Endor  Ifrael's  Foes  beheld 
Enrich  with  flaughter'd  heaps  her  field.. 

1 1. 

As  Oreb,  and  as  Zeeb  o'erthrown. 
Let  Ifrael's  Foes  their  crimes  bemoan, 

T  t  2  And 
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And  feel  what  wrath  th'  Almighty's  fword 
On  Zebah  and  Zalmunna  pour'd. 

12. 

Such  let  their  Prhices,  Lord,   endure,  ^ 

Who  vaunting  to  their  arms  infure 
The  land,  by  holy  Patriarchs  trod, 
The  heritage  of  Jacob's  God. 

Such  let  their  Princes,   ever  find,  ■ 

As  thiftle-down  before  the  wind, 
As  chaff,  as  ftubble,  let  them  fly, 
That  driv'n  in  air  obfcure  the  (ky. 

14. 
Swift  as  the  fiery  deluge  ftrays, 
And  wraps  the  foreft  in  its  blaze, 
Or,  furious,  onward  as  it  pours, 
The  mountains  fhaggy  wafle  devours, — 

Purfue  them,  mightieft  Lord,  purfue, 
And  let  thy  vengeance^  to  their  view 

Prefented, 
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Prefented,  whelm  their  fouls  In  dread, 
And  burfl  in  tempefts  o'er  their  head. 

i6. 
With  wild  confufion  clothe  their  cheek, 
And  teach  them,   Lord,   thy  name  to  feek, 
While  ruin,   death,  and  fliame,  they  fee 
To  each  ordaln'd,  that  errs  from  Thee. 

^'  Jehovah,"  fliall  the  Rebels  cry, 

*'  Jehovah,  only  reigns-  on  high, 

*■*  And  o'er  the  eardi  from  day  to  day 

*^  Aflerts  his  everlafling  fvvay."  . 


PSALM    LXXXIV. 


1. 


T  TO  W  fweet  thy  dwellings.  Lord,  how  fair! 
-■-  -*■  What  peace,  what  blifs,  inhabit  there  ! 
With  ardent  hope,  whh  ftrong  defire,  v 

My  heart,  my  flefh,  to  Thee  afpire ; 

I  burn 
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I  burn  to  tread  thy  courts,   and  Thee, 
My  God,  the  Hving  God,  to  fee. 

2. 

Eternal  King,   withhi  thy  dome 
The  fparrow  finds  her  peaceful  home  ; 
With  her  the  dove,   a  licensed  gueft, 
Affiduous  tends  her  infant  neft. 
And  to  thy  altar's  fure  defence 
Commits  th'  unfeather'd  innocence. 

Bleft,  who,  like  thefe,  from  day  to  day 
To  praife  Thee  in  thy  temple  ftay  ; 
Bleft,   who,   their  ftrength  on  Thee  reclin'd, 
Thy  feat  explore  with  conftant  mind, 
And,   Salem's  diftant  tow'rs  in  view, 
With  a6live  zeal  their  way  purfue. 

'4- 
iSecure  the  thirfty  vale  they  tread, 

While,  caird  from  out  their  fandy  bed, 

As  grateful  fhow'rs  from  heav'n  diftill'd, 

Which  frefheft,  kindlieft  moifture  yield. 


The 
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The  copious  fprings  their  fteps  beguile, 
And  bid  the  chearlefs  defert  fmile. 

From  ftage  to  flage  advancing  ftill, 
Behold  them  reach  fair  Sion's  hill, 
And  proftrate  at  her  hallow'd  (brine, 
Adore  the  Majefty  divine, 
Where  thy  refulgent  glory  fpreads 
Its  purefl  fplendors  o'er  their  heads. 

6. 

O  Thou,   whom  heaven's  high  Hofts  revere, 
God  of  our  Fathers,   bow  thine  ear ; 
Look  down,   our  only  hope  !   look  down  ; 
Behold  us,   but  without  a  frown  ; 
And  let  thy  beams,  in  mercy  fhed. 
Stream  copious  on  th'  anointed  head. 

7- 
One  day,  if  in  thy  courts  I  dwell, 

That  day  a  thoufand  (hall  excel  ; 

Far  happier  lot  on  Thee  to  wait, 

And  guard  th'  approaches  of  thy  gate. 

Than 
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Than  with  the  impious  Sons  of  pride 
In  rich  paviHons  to  abide . 

Thou,  Lord,  art  IfraeFs  fun  and  fhield; 
Thy  love  fhall  grace  and  glory  yield. 
Nor  e'er  permit  the  pious  Train 
Thy  gifts  to  aflc,  and  afk  in  vain  : 
Bleft,  who  in  confidence  of  prayV 
To  thee,  great  God,  refign  their  care. 


PSALM     LXXXV. 

I. 
^^UR  eyes,  great  God,  have  feen  thy  grace 
^^^   Its  beams  effufe  on  Jacob's  Race, 
Loofe  from  their  chains  the  captive  Band, 
And  call  them  to  their  native  land.  , 

2. 

Thy  mercv.  Lord,  their  woes  has  heal'd, 
Their  trefpafs  hid,  their  pardon  feal'd, 

Check'd 
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Check'd  in  mid  courfe  thy  dreadful  ire, 
And  bid  its  kindled  flames  expire. 

3- 

O  grant  us  ftill  thy  love  to  fliare ; 

God  of  our  health  !   accept  the  prayV, 

That  feeks  thy  clemency  to  win, 

And  cleanfe,   O  cleanfe  us  from  our  fin. 

How  long  fliall  Jacob's  Offspring  prove 
The  fad  fufpenfion  of  thy  love  ? 
Say,  fhall  thy  wrath  perpetual  burn, 
And  wilt  thou  ne'er,  appeas'd,  return  ? 

Wilt  thou  thy  quickening  force  impart, 
And  w^ake  to  mirth  each  grateful  heart, 
While  IfraeFs  refcued  Tribes  in  Thee 
Their  blifs  and  full  falvation  fee  ? 

6. 

No  longer,  heav'nly  Sire,   delay  •- 

Thy  wonted  mercy  to  difplay, 

U  u  But 
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But  let  thy  all-difpofing  will 
Thy  People's  fledfafi:  hope  fulfil. 

Rev'rent  I  wait  God's  high  decree  ; 
What  fhall  he  fpeak,  but  peace,  to  thee, 
O  Ifrael ;   and  to  each,  who  learns 
His  law,  nor  back  to  fin  returns  ? 

8. 

Behold,  ye  Souls,  that  own  his  fear, 
Behold  your  wafh'd  redemption  near  ; 
See  glory  make  our  land  her  feat, 
There  verity  and  mercy  meet. 

9- 

With  mutual  flep  advancing,   there 

Shall  peace  and  juftice,  heav'nly  pair, 
To  lafting  compa61  onward  move, 
Seal'd  by  the  kifs  of  facred  love. 

10. 

Truth  from  thy  furrows,  Earth,  fhall  fpring, 
And  righteoufnefs  on  heahng  wing 

From 
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From  heav'n  defcend,   while  God  our  toil 
Shall  crown,  and  blefs  our  happy  foil, 

1 1. 

She,   as  on  earth  thy  feet  (hall  tread, 
Shall  march  dire6l,   with  lifted  head 
Preceding,  and  with  duteous  care 
Thy  path,   eternal  King,   prepare. 


PSALM     LXXXVL 

I. 

TT    ORD,  to  my  wants  thy  car  incline, 
•**-^  Behold  me,  as  with  grief  I  pine, 
My  hope  confirm,  and  guard  from  ill 
A  Soul  fubje6led  to  thy  will. 

2. 
From  rifing  to  dechning  day 
To  Thee  with  fervent  lip  I  pray  ; 
Propitious,  to  thy  Servant's  heart 
Thy  chearing  influence  impart. 

U  u  2  Tg 
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3- 
To  Thee,  to  Thee  I  vent  my  care  ; 

I  know  thee,   Lord,   nor  flow  to  fpare, 

Nor  weak  to  vindicate  from  harm. 

The  Souls  with  pure  devotion  warm. 

My  days  with  forrow  clouded  o'er, 
Thy  wonted  fuccours  I  implore  ; 
Regard  me,  gracious  ;  nor  forbear 
The  voice  of  my  requeft  to  hear. 

5- 
What  pow'r,  great  God,  fliall  boafl:  a  name 

Like  thine  ;  like  thee  our  homage  claim  ? 

Or  who,  among  the  feats  divine, 

Difplay  fuch  wondVous  works  as  thine  ? 

6. 
Behold,  their  Maker  taught  to  own, 
Earth's  future  Sons  before  thy  throne 
In  Sion  fuppliant  kneel,   and  raife 
To  IfraeFs  God  their  joyful  lays. 

Eternal 
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7- 
Eternal  Excellence  !  t!iy  hand 

At  will  fhall  Nature's  pow'rs  command  ; 

Thy  wonders,  through  her  confines  wide, 

She  fpeaks,  nor  owns  a  God  befide. 

8. 

O  give  me,  Lord,  thy  paths  to  tread, 
And,   while  thy  truth  my  fteps  (hall  lead, 
That  faithful  guide  by  thee  aflign'd, 
Train  to  thy  fear  my  willing  mind. 

My  heart,  by  facred  zeal  ImpelFd, 
To  thee  the  grateful  fong  (hall  yield  ; 
My  tongue,   the  witnefs  of  thy  fame, 
Thy  boundlefs  glory  fliall  proclaim. 

TO. 

Long  as  I  breathe  the  vital  air 
Thy  love  my  loudeft  praife  (hall  (hare, 
Whofe  aid  my  Soul  with  health  has  crown'd^ 
And  fnatch'd  me  from  the  pit  profound. 

Thou 
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I  I. 

Thou  feeft,  my  God,  the  Sons  of  prid^, 
In  leagues  of  violence  allied, 
(Thy  fear  behind  them  thrown)  my  way 
Surround,  and  mark  me  for  their  prey. 

12. 

But  well  my  great  Preferver  knows 
To  weigh,  and  to  relieve  my  woes  ; 
Suftain'd  by  liis  almighty  aid, 
What  danger  can  my  foul  invade  ? 

X.ong  is  tliy  patience,  flow  thine  ire,; 
Eternal  mercy,  mightleft  Sire, 
Thy  word  (on  that  my  trufl  I  build ;) 
And  unrepenting  truth  have  feal'd. 

14. 

My  griefs  with  tendVefl:  pity  yiew, 
With  ftrength  thy  Servant's  heart  renew, 
And  inftant  from  th'  expedling  grave 
The  Offspring  of  thy  Handmaid  fave. 

O  grant 
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15- 


O  grant  me,   Lord,   fome  fav'ring  fign, 
Some  pledge,   that  may  befpeak  me  thine. 
That,   ftung  with  fliame,  my  Foes  may  fee 
What  aid,  what  bhfs,  I  boaft  in  thee 

PSALM     LXXXVII. 

I. 
li^IX'D  is  thy  bafe  :  throughout  its  coafts 
-^      No  city  Jacob's  region  boafts, 
Whofe  gates,   O  Sion,   {hare  Hke  thine, 
The  favour  of  the  hand  divine. 

2. 

Thee,   God  the  manfion  of  his  reft, 
And  feat  of  empire  has  confefs'd, 
While  thus  aloud  to  lateft  days 
His  heav'nly  edidl  fpeaks  thy  praife. 

3- 

Amidft  the  Souls  that  own  my  fway, 

And  learn  my  precepts  to  obey, 


Thy 
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Thy  Sons,   O  Nile,   fliall  find  a  place, 
And  Babylon's  accepted  Race. 

Nor  thine,   O  Tyre,   nor,   Midian,  thine, 
Nor  whom  Philiftia's  bounds  confine. 
Excluded  fi*om  my  thought  (hall  ftand, 
But  mix  with  Siori^s  facred  Band, 

5- 
Each  Tenant  of  the  peopled  earth 

Shall  claim  from  her  his  happy  birth  ; 

Aliens  no  more,  within  her  feat 

Behold  th'  united  Myriads  meet. 

6. 
Joyous  they  tread  her  blefl  abode, 
The  Ifrael,  and  the  Heirs  of  God ; 
That  God,  whofe  pow'r  upholds  her  ftate. 
And  feals  to  endlefs  time  her  date. 

7- 
When  on  the  page,  whofe  wide  extent 

Shall  Adam's  numerous  Line  prefent, 

Eaqh 
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Each  Kindred,   Family,   and  Tribe, 
Th'  eternal  Cenfor  fliall  infcribe, — 

8. 

His  hand  th'  adopted  names  iliall  there 
Thy  Natives,   Solyma,   declare. 
And  bid  them  with  thy  Sons  refide, 
In  concord's  ftrldefl:  bands  alhed. 

9. 

Hark,  how  the  trump,   and  tuneful  tongue, 

The  facred  jubilee  prolong, 

To  notes  of  loudeft  triumph  rife, 

And  echo  to  the  diftant  fkies  ! 

10. 
While  I,   thy  Maker,   God,  and  King, 
I,   Salem,  bid  the  living  fpring 
Amid  Thee  yield  its  copious  ftore, 
And  crown  with  health  thy  happy  fhore. 


X  X  PSALM 
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I. 

/^  O  D  of  my  health  !   to  Thee  by  day, 
^^    To  Thee  by  night,  aloud  I  pray  : 

0  bend  thine  ear,  and  let  my  cries 
Accepted  to  thy  throne  arife. 

2. 

Satiate  of  griefs,  with  downward  feet 

1  feek  the  hollow  grave's  retreat, 

And,  ftrengthlefs,  mingle  with  the  train 
That  fill  its  melancholy  reign. 

A  gueft  familar  of  the  dead, 
Lo,  in  the  duft  I  make  my  bed, 
As  One,  on  whom  thy  ftroke  its  aim 
Direds,  and  blots  from  earth  his  nan 

As,  loft  to  ev'ry  human  eye. 
Deep  in  the  loweft  pit  I  lie, 


Thy 
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Thy  wrath  incumbent  whelms  me  o'er, 
And  all  thy  billows  round  me  roar. 

5- 
No  friendly  feet  approach  me  nigh. 

But  backward  all  abhorrent  fly  ; 

With  horror  flruck,  the  fight  forego, 

And  fliun  th'  infedlion  of  my  woe. 

6. 
Within  my  prifon  faft  immur'd, 
My  eye  with  forrow's  mift  obfcur'd, 
With  ceafelefs  moan  my  fuppliant  hand 
To  Thee,  great  Monarch,  I  expand. 

7- 
Shall,   whom  the  bands  of  death  infold, 

The  wonders  of  thy  powV  behold, 

And  ftarting  from  the  tomb,  thy  name 

In  hymns  of  joyful  praife  proclaim  i 

8. 
Shall  echo  on  thy  mercies  dwell 
Amid  the  dark  fepulchral  cell  ? 

X  X  2  Or 
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Or  through  deftru61Ion's  vaults  profound 
Thy  truth,  eternal  God,  refound  ? 

Shall  regions,  that  exclude  the  day, 
Thy  miracles  to  view  difplay, 
And  pale  oblivion's  confines  drear 
The  records  of  thy  juflice  hear  ? 

lO. 

To  Thee  I  call ;  to  Thee  in  pray'r 
At  earlleft  dawn  difclofe  my  care  ; 
Lord  !   why  haft  Thou  my  foul  repell'd  ? 
Why  thus  thy  quickening  beams  withheld  ? 

II. 
Ere  yet  to  manly  years  I  grew, 
My  fainting  heart  thy  terrors  knew. 
And  through  fucceeding  life  fuftains 
A  long  viciflitude  of  pains. 

12. 

Beneath  thy  heavy  hand  I  groan ; 
Woes  heap'd  on  woes  come  rolling  on, 


And 
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And  o'er  me  hang,  ordaln'd  by  Thee, 
Tremendous  as  a  fwelling  fea. 

Each  Friend,  that  wont  my  board  to  fhare, 
Each  kind  Confoler  of  my  care, 
As  round  I  look,  my  fight  evades. 
And  feeks  concealment's  thickeft  fliades. 


PSALM     LXXXIX. 

I. 

A  /TY  grateful  tongue,  immortal  King, 

'^  Thy  mercy  fhall  for  ever  fing  ; 
My  verfe  to  time's  remoteft  day 
Thy  truth  in  facred  notes  difplay. 

2. 

That  mercy  (thus  thy  voice  mine  ear 
Befpeaks,)   on  firmeft  bafe  I  rear  ; 
That  truth  in  Heav'n  my  lips  command 
From  age  to  age  confirm'd  to  ftand. 


My 
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3- 

My  love  to  Jeffe's  Son  reveard 

Th'  irrevocable  oath  has  feal'd ; 
Th'  irrevocable  oath  is  fworn, 
Nought  fhall  my  fteady  purpofe  turn. 

Bleft  ObjecS  of  my  choice !  thy  Line, 
Prote6ted  by  the  hand  divine, 
In  long  defcent  thy  throne  fhall  hear. 
Nor  rolling  years  their  pow^'r  impair. 

5- 
Thy  a61s,  great  God,  heav'n's  lofty  feat 

With  awful  wonder  fhall  repeat ; 

AfTembled  Saints  their  voice  fhall  raife, 

And  evVy  tongue  proclaim  thy  praife. 

6. 
O  fay,  what  flrength  fhall  vie  with  thine  ? 
What  name  among  the  feats  divine, 
Of  equal  excellence  pofTefs'd, 
Thy  fov'reignty,  great  God,  contefl  ? 


Ye 
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7- 
Ye  Tribes,   that  form  his  chofen  choir, 

Let  IfraeFs  God  your  fear  infpire, 

Ye  Natives  of  each  neighboring  fhore, 

With  proftrate  hearts  his  pow'r  adore. 

8. 

Thee,  Lord,  Heav'n's  Hods  their  Leader  own  ; 
Thee,  Might  unbounded,  Thee  alone, 
With  endlefs  Majefty  has  crown'd, 
And  faith  unfulHed  vefts  Thee  round. 

'TIs  thine  the  ocean's  rage  to  guide. 
And  calm  at  will  its  fwelling  tide : 
From  Thee  the  deep-infli61ed  wound, 
Her  guilt's  juft  portion,  Egypt  found. 

10. 
When,  rang'd  in  fight,  the  lawlefs  Band 
Thy  pow*r,  prefumptuous,  durft  withftand, 
Each  Foe  thine  arm  beheld  with  dread, 
And  back  in  wild  confufion  fled. 

The 
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I  I. 

The  heav'n  above,  and  earth  below, 
Thee,  Lord,  their  great  Pofleflbr  know ; 
By  Thee  this  orb  to  being  rofe. 
And  all  that  nature's  bounds  inclofe. 

12. 

While  Tabor's  brow,  with  ev'ning  red, 
And  eaftern  Hermon's  unfliorn  head, 
Wide  through  their  echoing  groves  thy  name 
In  fongs  of  grateful  joy  proclaim  ; — 

From  Thee  amid  th'  ethereal  fpace 
The  north  and  fouth  affume  their  place  ; 
Strong  is  thine  arm  ;  thy  ftedfaft  will 
Thy  hands  with  fure  effedl  fulfil. 

14, 
Lo  !  juftice,  'midft  th'  ethereal  plain, 
And  equity  thy  throne  fuftain. 
And  white-rob'd  truth,  and  mercy  fair 
Thy  fteps  precede,  thy  path  prepare. 

O,  Bleft 
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O,  blcft  the  Tribes,   whofe  willing  ear 
Awakes  the  feflal  fliout  to  hear  ; 
Who  thankful  fee,   where'er  they  tread, 
Thy  fav'ring  beams  around  them  fpread. 

1 6. 

How  fliall  they  joy  from  day  to  day 
Thy  boundlefs  mercy  to  difplay, 
Thy  righteoufnefs,   indulgent  Lord, 
With  holy  confidence  record  ! 

17- 
By  full  experience  taught  to  know 

What  bleflings  from  thy  bounty  flow ! 

Thy  ftrength  their  furell  help  they  deem. 

Thy  grace  their  dignity  fuprcme  ! 

ig. 
Behold,   ye  Saints,  behold  a  lliield 
In  Ifracl's  aid  by  God  upheld  ; 
Behold  exalted  to  the  throne 
A  King,   whom  He  has  feal'd  liis  own. 

y  y  *  T]]v 
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19. 
Thy  vifions,  Lord,  from  heav'n  reveal'd, 
The  raptur'd  Prophet  has  beheld, 
And  thus  thy  voice  in  awful  ftrains 
The  purpofe  of  thy  love  explains. 

20. 
To  One  feledled  from  thy  Line 
Thy  fafety,   Jacob,   I  confign. 
And,   cloth'd  with  ftrength,   before  thy  eyes 
High  o'er  his  Equals  bid  him  rife. 

21. 
See  David,   prompt  my  will  t'  obey  ; 
On  him  th'  important  charge  I  lay, 
And  copious  on  his  favour'd  head 
The  confecrating  un61ion  ihed. 

'22. 
My  hand  (hall  hold  him  faft  ;  my  care 
From  each  aflault,  from  ev'ry  fnare, 
Shall  guard  him  ;  nigh  me  fhall  he  ftand 
Safe  from  each  proud  Oppreflbr's  hand. 

When 


P  S  A  L  M    LXXXIX.  S5S 

23. 
When  hoftile  Crouds  his  wrath  provoke, 
With  certain  and  refiftlefs  ftroke 
My  arm  (hall  cruili  the  impious  Train, 
And  load  with  flaughter'd  heaps  the  plain. 

24. 
On  mercy  and  on  truth  divine 
Behold  him,   nor  in  vain,   recline 
His  truft,   and,   by  my  ftrength  upborne. 
Aloft,   exulting,   lift  the  horn  ;— 

While  (fuch  my  will)  o'er  fubje6l  lands 
In  wide  extent  are  ftretch'd  his  hands  ; 
Beneath  his  left  the  ocean  rolls. 
His  right  th'  AiTyrian  flood  controuls. 

26. 
Thou  art  my  Father,    (thus  my  name, 
David,   inftind  with  grateful  flame, 
Aloud  fhall  hail ;)   My  God  in  Thee, 
And  rock  of  fure  defence,  I  fee. 

Y  y   2  Him, 
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27. 
Him,   pleas'd,  my  FIrft-born  I  avow, 
Bid  mlo[litiefl;  Kings  before  him  bow, 
And  bleffings  to  his  reach  expand, 
Infur'd  by  compact's  facred  band. 

28. 
Transfer 'd  by  me  from  Sire  to  Son, 
To  heav'ns  extremefh  date  his  throne 
Shall  lafl: ;   if  to  my  laws  his  Line, 
With  grateful  zeal,   their  fteps  incline. 

29. 

But  fliould  their  hearts  reje6l  my  fway, 
Fond  in  forbidden  paths  to  ftray. 
My  rod  their  trcfpafs  fhall  purfue. 
My  fcourgc  their  ftubborn  will  fubdue. 

Yet  never,  never  (hall  my  love 
From  him  its  fteady  beams  remove  ; 
Ne'er  (hall  my  truth  forget  to  guard 
The  promife  by  my  lips  declar'd. 


To 
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To  David,   once,    (nor  need  I  more,) 
Once  by  my  fan^tity  I  fwore, 
That,    cherifli'd  by  my  care,  his  Race 
Thy  throne,   O  Judah,   long  fliall  grace  ; — 

32. 
Long  as  the  Sun,   with  welcome  ray, 

Shall  warmth  and  life  to  earth  convey, 

Or  thou,   O  Moon,   in  circuit  wide 

The  wltnefs  of  my  compact  glide. 

33- 
Yet  ah  !   repuls'd,   contcmn'd,   by  Thee, 

Th'  Anointed  of  thv  hand  we  fee 

No  more  thy  plighted  mercy  fliare, 

But,   doom'd  thy  wrath,  jufl  God,  to  bear. 

34- 
With  countlefs  woes  he  ftrives  ;  his  crown 

Low  in  the  duft  by  Thee  is  thrown  ; 

No  more  his  forts  afcend  on  high. 

But,  fall'n,  in  heapy  ruins  lie. 

No 
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35- 
No  more  his  walls  the  war  exclude  ; 

But  Paflers-by  with  infult  rude 

His  rights  Invade,   and  Nations  round 

His  ear  with  keen  reproaches  wound. 

36. 

Behold,  while  rang'd  in  clofe  array 
Infulting  Hofts  around  him  ftay, 
Their  hand  by  thine  uprals'd,   each  Foe 
Alms  at  his  head  the  dreadful  blow. 


07, 


o 
With  fierceft  joy  their  bofom  burns, 

While  back  with  edge  rebated  turns 

His  fword,   and,   thy  fupport  withheld, 

His  vanquifli'd  Legions  quit  the  field. 

38. 

His  pow'r  extln61,  his  luftre  gone, 
On  earth,   fubverted,   lies  his  throne  ; 
Age  on  his  youth  has  ftoFn  ;   and  Ihame 
With  thickefl  cloud  obfcures  his  fame. 


Ho 


w 
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39- 
How  long  fliall  I,   with  angulfli  torn, 

Thy  face,  my  God,   averted  mourn  ? 

How  long  behold,   in  dire  amaze, 

Thy  wrath  with  flames  inceflant  blaze  ? 

40. 
O  weigh  within  thy  thought  my  fl:ate  ! 
How  frail  my  life  !   how  iliort  its  date  ! 
Why  is  thine  art  employ 'd  in  vain, 
Or  Man  created  but  to  pain  ? 

41. 
O  leave  not,   Lord,   my  doubtful  mind 
To  fad  inquietude  refign'd, 
While  thus  through  varied  fcenes,of  woe 
With  hafl'ning  ftep  to  death  we  go. 

42. 
For  who  fhall  boaft,   of  human  frame. 
Exemption  from  his  doom  to  claim. 
Or,   arm'd  with  native  might,   withfl:and 
The  fepulchre's  rapacious  hand  ? 

Say, 
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43- 
Say,   Lord,   where's  now  the  love,   O  where, 

Which  crft  thy  hps  to  David  fware  ? 

That  love  by  truth  eternal  feaPd, 

Again  to  vi^w,   great  Father,   yield. 

44. 
O  think  what  wrongs  thy  Servants  bear, 
Wrongs  pour'd  on  me  in  largeft  (hare, 
As  deep  within  my  filent  breaft 
JEach  offer'd  infult  I  digeft. 

45- 
Elate  with  pow'r,   the  Nations  round 

My  ear  with  keen  reproaches  wound, 

And  impious  Crouds  his  Heps  revile, 

Whom  Thou  haft  touch'd  with  facred  oil. 

46. 
O  wife  in  all  thy  works  !    thy  name 
Let  Man's  whole  Race  aloud  proclaim, 
And,   grateful,   through  the  length  of  days, 
In  ceafelefs  fongs  repeat  thy  praife. 

PSALM 
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I. 

^  I  ^  H  E  E,   Lord,  their  dwelling,  Thee  alone 

-^      From  earlieii  age  thy  People  own  ; 
Thee,   Lord,   with  fullefl:  confidence 
They  boaft  their  refuge  and  defence. 

2. 

Ere  yet  the  mountains  rofe  to  birtli, 
Ere  yet  their  form  the  heav'ns  and  earth 
Aflfum'd,  Thou  clothed  in  light  divine 
Haft  fhone  ;  and  flialt  for  ever  fliine. 

3- 

Thou  to  the  Sons  of  human  kind  . 

In  fliort  extenfion  haft  aftign'd 

Their  term,  and  bid  them,   at  its  end. 

Low  to  their  native  duft  defcend. 

To  thee  as  yefterday  appears 
The  profpccl  of  a  tlioufiind  years  ; 

Z  z  And 
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And  ages,  roll'd  fucceffive  on, 
Quick  as  the  circling  watch  are  gone. 

5- 

As  plants,    that  drink  the  nightly  fliowV, 
Refrefh'd  by  deep's  irriguous  pow'r, 
At  morn  they  flourifli :   ev'ning  nigh, 
Cropt  like  the  plant,  they  fade  and  die. 

6. 

Thy  hand  with  unremitted  force 
In  mid  progreffion  flops  ottr  courfe, 
While  ftorms  of  vengeance  round  us  roll, 
And  whelm  in  dread  our  confcious  foul. 

r 

Thine  eyes  our  inmofl:  guilt  can  read  ; 
Thy  prefence,  Lord,   on  each  mifdeed. 
That  ftudious  {huns  the  fight  of  day, 
Refiftlefs  darts  its  fearching  ray. 

8. 
See,  faft  as  words  diflblv'd  in  air, 
While  crimes  on  crimes  thy  juftice  dare. 


Our 
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Our  days  in  rapid  flight  confume, 
And  bear  us  onward  to  the  tomb. 

9- 

Its  date  to  fev'nty  years  confin'd, 

If  aught  of  Hfe  remain  behind, 
If  Nature  yet  a  ten  years'  day 
Indulge  us,   ere  her  debt  we  pay,— 

I  o. 
Our  ftrength  but  weaknefs  th^n  we  know, 
And  added  ao;e  but  leno-thcn'd  woe  : 
Stripp'd  of  our  pride,  we  clofe  our  fpan, 
And  vaniili  from  the  eye  of  man. 

I  I. 

O,  who  thy  terrors  juftly  weighs  ? 
Who  to  thy  pow'r  fubmiffive  pays 
The  homage  due  ?    Thy  vengeance  drear 
They  feel  proportion'd  to  their  fear. 

I  2. 

Teach  us,  kind  Lord,  O  teach  us  Thou 
To  count  life's  moments  as  they  flow, 

Z  z  2  And, 
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And,  while  its  end  our  thoughts  furvey, 
By  wifdom's  hne  to  guide  our  way. 

Return,   All-potent  Lord,  return  : 
How  long  fhall  we  thy  abfence  mourn  ? 
Return,   and  let  thy  wonted  love 
With  fpeediefl  aid  our  griefs  remove. 

14. 
Thy  mercy,  to  our  fouls  reveaFd, 
Satiety  of  blifs  (hall  yield, 
And,  while  thy  breath  our  life  prolongs^ 
With  grateful  mirth  infpire  our  tongues. 

15. 
That  mercy,  Mightieft  Lord,   difplay  ;. 
And  bid  at  length  fome  happier  day 
Compenfate  with  its  joys  the  years 
Confign'd  to  forrow,  groans,  and  tears. 

16. 

Author  of  good,  thy  work  mature  ; 
Let  Ifrael's  Tribes,  in  Thee  fecure. 


From 
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From  age  to  age  the  bleffings  trace 
.  EntaiPd  on  their  diflinguifli'd  Race, 

I  7. 
G  let  thy  Majefty  divine 
On  us  in  perfect  beauty  fliine, 
And  ftreaming  copious  o'er  our  head, 
Its  mildeil  beams  around  us  fpread, 

18. 

And  while,  new  fcenes  of  hope  to  view 
Difclos'd,  our  labour  we  purfue, 
O  may  thy  hand  with  full  fuccefs 
That  hope  confirm,  that  labour  blefs  ! 


PSALM     XCI. 

r. 
TT  7110  makes  Omnipotence  his  aid, 

^  ^      Who  refts  beneath  Jehovah's  fliade, 
And  joyful  cries,   "  My  God,  in  Thee 
''  My  fortrefs  and  my  hope  I  fee."— 

How 
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2. 

How  bleft  that  Man !  —Thy  Maker's  care 
Shall  fnatch  thee  from  the  hunter's  fnare  ; 
When  fick'ning  Nature's  pow'rs  fliall  fail 
No  fatal  flroke  (hall  thee  affail. 

3- 
His  wings  around  thee  fliall  be  fpread, 

His  pinions  guard  thy  favour'd  head  ; 

His  truth,   thy  all-protedling  fhield, 

From  hoftile  rage  a  (helter  yield. 

4- 
Hail,  favour'd  Man  !   nor  terror  pale 

By  night  fliall  o'er  thy  foul  prevail. 

Nor  fhaft,   that  aims  its  flight  by  day. 

Thy  guiltlefs  bofom  fliall  difmay  ;— 

5- 

Nor  plague,   that  with  gigantic  ftride 
In  darknefs  walks  its  circuit  wide, 
Nor  fultry  blaft,  whofe  dreaded  breath 
Taints  the  meridian  air  with  death. 

Though 
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6. 

Thouorji  Thoufands  by  t\\v  fide  are  (lain, 
And  Myriads  round  thee  prefs  the  plain, 
No  dart  fliall  thy  deftrudion  dare, 
Or  wound  whom  God  has  bid  to  fpare. 

7- 
See  God  on  each  Tranfo-reffor's  head 

The  fulnefs  of  his  vengeance  fhed; 

Thy  Foes,  juft  Man,   by  him  o'erthrown, 

Still  (halt  thou  pafs  in  triumpli  on  :— 

8. 

And,   fmce  thy  heart,   to  God  refign'd, 
In  him  its  refuge  bcafts  to  find. 
No  dangers  (liall  thy  path  await, 
Or  touch  thine  interdicted  gate. 

9- 
While,   round  thee  plac'd,   th'  angelic  Train 

Thy  fteps  with  tend'reft  care  fuftain. 

Safe  (halt  thou  walk  through  ways  unknown, 

Nor  ftrike  thy  foot  agalnft  the  ftone. 

Go, 
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10. 
Go,  fearlefs  on  the  dragon  tread, 
And  prefs  the  proftrate  hon's  head; 
Behold  the  tyrant  of  the  wood 
In  vain  with  yoMthfiil  ftrength  indu'd. 

II. 
Behold  the  ferpent,  in  his  veins 
Though  half  the  poifon  of  the  plains 
Be  lodg'd,  before  thee  vanquifti'd  lie. 
And  clofe  in  death  his  languid  eye. 

12. 

Thy  duteous  zeal,  thy  filial  love, 
I  mark,  and  all  thy  a(5ts  approve ; 
For  this,   thy  head  aloft  I  rear, 
And  bow  to  thy  requefts  my  ear. 

Tliy  fears,  thy  forrows  I  attend^ 
Thy  God,  thy  Guardian,  and  thy  Friend ;  . 
Thy  years  prolong,  and  to  thy  heart 
My  health-difpenfing  grace  impart. 

PSALM 
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I. 

T  low  bleft  the  taCc,  with  fervent  heart 
I     I 

To  fummon  from  the  tuneful  art 

Its  fuccours,   and  thy  Name  record, 

O  Thou,  whom  Nature  owns  her  Lord  1 

2. 
Thy  boundlefs  mercies,   lieav'nly  King, 
At  Morning's  earheft  hour  to  fing, 
And,   rapt  in  praife,   tliy  truth  to  tell. 
When  Night's  dark  fliades  around  us  dwell. 

3- 

While  with  the  ten-ftrino-'d  inftrument 

The  pfaltry's  meafur'd  ftrains  confent, 
And  o'er  the  harp  each  liquid  note 
With  folemn  found  is  taught  to  float. 

4- 
How  have  thy  a61s  my  wakeful  breaft 

With  rapt'rous  gratitude  imprefs'd ! 

3  A  How 
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How  joys  my  tongue,  with  lioly  flame 
Inrpir'd,   thy  wonders  to  proclaim  1 

With  what  dehght,   great  God,  I  trace 
Each  a6i:  of  thy  ftupendous  grace  ! 
Great  are  the  works  thy  hand  has  wrought. 
And  deep  beyond  all  fearch  thy  thought. 

6. 
Thy  a6ls  the  minds  of  brutifh  mould 
With  unregarding  eye  behold, 
And,   ftrangers  to  thy  wife  defign, 
In  erring  cenfure  madly  join  ;— 

7- 
Nor  know,  that,  when  the  impious  Band, 

Frefli  as  the  flowV,   confpicuous  ftand, 

Mature  for  death  their  heads  they  rear, 

And  fwift  deftrudlion  waits  them  near. 

8. 

But  Thou,   above  the  ftarry  plain, 
In  endlefs  majefty  fhalt  reign, 


And 
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And  downward  fi'om  th'  ethereal  height, 
O'er  fubjecL  worlds  extend  thy  might. 

9- 

Thy  Foes,   eternal  God,   thy  Foes, 

In  death's  long  fleep  their  eyes  Pnall  clofe, 
And  All,  whofe  hearts  thy  pow'r  defy, 
In  wide  dirperilon  backward  fly. 

10. 
While  I,   by  heav'nly  might  upborne, 
Strong  as  the  oryx  lift  the  horn  ; 
And  o'er  my  head,   in  copious  lliow'rs, 
Thy  oil  its  richefh  fragrance  pours. 

I  r. 
When  fadious  Crouds  againfl:  me  rife. 
With  fcenes  of  triumph  Thou  my  eyes 
Shalt  fatiate,   and  their  full  defeat 
My  ears  with  happieft  news  (hall  greet. 

12. 

Fair  as  amidfl:  their  native  bed 

The  ftately  palms  their  branches  fpread, 

3  A   2  Or 
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Or  cedars,  tow'ring  to  the  flvies, 
On  Lebanon's  broad  fummit  rife  ; — 

Within  thy  courts  the  Juft  fhall  fland, 
And,   nourifh'd  by  thy  foft'ring  hand, 
Blefi:  Objeds  of  thy  conftant  care. 
The  bounties  of  thy  love  fliall  fliare. 

14. 
Their  fruits,   each  blafi:  by  Thee  repell'd, 
To  lateft  age  they  ftill  (liall  yield 
In  large  increafe,  through  Life's  whole  round, 
With  health  and  youthful  verdure  crown'd. 

Thy  goodnefs  fhall  their  lips  record, 
(God  of  my  ftrength  !)   thy  ev'ry  word 
In  Truth's  unvarying  balance  weigh'd. 
Thy  ev'ry  a6l  by  Juflice  fway'd. 


PSALM 
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I. 
^T^HE  Lord  th'  eternal  fceptre  rears, 
-^     And  Nature's  pow'r  obfervant  hears 
Whatever  his  will  enjoins  : 
His  head  with  pureft  fplendors  crown'd, 
With  majefty  He  vefts  him  round, 
And  girds  with  flrength  his  loins. 

2. 

Encircled  by  th'  ethereal  fpace. 
And  fix'd  by  Him  on  firmcft  bafe. 

The  Earth's  vaft  orb  appears  ; 
From  earlieft  age,   great  God,   thy  throne 
Aloft  in  Heav'n  prepared  has  fhone  ; 

Nor  numbers  Time  thy  years. 

3- 
A  fcene  of  horror  ftrikes  my  eyes ; 

The  floods,  my  God,  the  floods  arife, 

And  lift  their  voice  on  high ; 


What 
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What  PowV  (hall  curb  the  headloncr  tide  ? 
What  bid  the  fwelHng  waves  fubfide, 
And  clear  the  ftormy  iky  ? 

4. 
Thee  o'er  all  height  exalted.  Thee 
The  deeps  revere  ;  at  thy  decree 

The  waves  their  rage  refign : 
Fix'd  are  the  laws  by  Thee  ordain'd  ; 
And  Truth  and  San6lity  unftain'd 

Adorn  thy  awful  flirine. 


PSALM     XCIV. 

r. 
^T^HOU  God,  with  vengeance  arm'd,  appear; 
-^     Thou  God,  with  vengeance  arm'd,  whofe  fear 
The  Earth  (for  Thee  her  Judge  (lie  knows,) 
Submiflive  owns,  thy  pow'r  difclofe. 

O  inflant 


PSALM    XCIV.  375 

2. 
O  Inftant  from  thy  feat  arife, 
Each  bold  Tranfgreflbr  to  chaftife  ; 
Let  Juftice  to  the  Sons  of  Pride 
Thy  ftroke  with  aim  unerring  guide. 

3- 

How  long  fliall  impious  Crouds,  how  long, 

With  haughtieft  infult  arm  their  tongue  ? 
How  long  in  bitt'refl:  gall  each  w^ord 
Infufe,   and  boaft  their  conquering  fword  ? 

Thy  flock,   great  God,   their  fury  own ; 
Beneath  their  flrokc  thy  People  groan. 
And  long  thy  Heritage  have  borne 
Their  keen  reproach  and  hoftile  fcorn. 

Their  hands  remorfelefs,  to  the  tomb 
The  Widow  and  the  Stranger  doom  ; 
Nor  innocence  nor  tend'reft  age 
Can  fliield  the  Orphan  from  their  rage. 

''  Ne'er 
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6. 

"  Ne'er  (hall  our  deeds  in  Heav'n  be  known," 
The  Sinners  cry,   ''  or  reach  the  Throne 
*'  Of  Ifrael's  Lord."- Ye  Fools  and  Bhnd  ! 
Return,   and  feek  a  better  mind. 

7- 
Say,  when  fhall  Wifdom's  hght  ferene 

Your  fouls  from  Error's  childhood  wean  ? 

Who  knew  to  plant  the  ear,   fliall  He 

Not  hear  ?  who  form'd  the  eye,  not  fee  ? 

8. 

Shall  aught  of  guilt  his  fearch  evade, 
Who  bids  the  Nations  he  has  made, 
In  form'd  by  his  paternal  care. 
The  gifts  of  various  fcience  fhare,— 

Who  reafon  in  the  bofom  pours. 
Its  growth  improves,  its  fruit  matures. 
Each  counfel  of  the  human  brain 
Weighs  in  his  fcale,   and  ftamps  it  vain  ? 

O,  bleft 


P  S  A  L  M    XCIV.  377 

I  o. 
O,   blefl:  the  Man,   for  ever  bleft, 
Whofe  faithful  heart,  by  Thee  imprefs'd, 
Eternal  Teacher,   from  thy  laws 
The  leffons  of  his  condiici:  draws;— 

I  I. 

Who,   fliclterVl  from  the  evil  day, 

Its  diftant  dang-crs  (liall  fiirvev, 

And  wait  till  tliou  tlic  pit  prepare 

For  Each,   whofe  crimes  thy  vengeance  dare  ! 

I  2. 

Ne'er  from  the  Children  of  his  love 
Shall  Ileav'n's  hi  oh  Lord  his  care  remove. 
Or  to  the  Foes  of  Ifrael's  Line 
His  purchas'd  heritage  refign. 

For  Judgment  fliall  its  feat  affume, 
Triumphant ;   while  its  equal  doom 
Each  Heart  to  Virtue's  caufe  a  Friend 
With  confcious  tranfport  fhall  attend. 

B 


o 
O 


Say^ 
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I  4. 
Say,  who  with  me  will  plight  the  hand, 
With  me  the  Sons  of  guilt  withftand  ? 
Had  God  his  aiding  pow'r  withheld, 
How  had  my  foul  in  filence  dwelled !: 

But  when  my  foot  with  faultVIng  tread 
Suggefted  to  my  thought  a  dread, 
Thy  love,  its  fpeediefl:  care  applied, 
Forbade  my  dubious  fteps  to  Hide. 

16. 

While  deepeft  woe  my  bofom  tries, 
And  thoughts  with  thoughts  confli6ling  rife, 
Thy  comforts,   Lord,  my  foul  fuflaln, 
And  calm  my  fears,  and  foothe  my  pain. 

Shall  proud  opprellion's  lawlefs  chair 
In  thy  alliance  find  a  fhare, 
Whofe  mandates  to  the  impious  Tribe 
Their  talks  of  cruelty  prefcribe  ? 


See 
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l8. 
See  willing  Myriads,   at  its  word 
Aflembled,   grafp  the  hoftlle  fword, 
In  o-ulltlefs  blood  their  thirfl:  allav, 
And  mark  the  Righteous  for  their  prey. 

19. 

But  God,   my  refuge  and  my  fhleld. 
Firm  on  Himfelf  my  truft  fliall  build  ; 
To  Him,  my  Soul,   for  help  repair, 
Who  makes  the  faithful  Heart  his  care. 

20. 
That  Lord,  whom  Ifrael's  Sons  adore, 
Their  fin  (hall  in  their  lap  reftore, 
Their  ileps  with  certain  vengeance  trace, 
And  root  from  earth  th'  offending  Race, 
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I. 
COME,  and  to  th'  eternal  King 
New  fongs  of  triumph  let  us  fing ; 

With  holy  tranfport  Him  alone 

The  ftreno-th  of  our  falvation  own  ;— 

2. 

Admitted  to  his  prefence  pay 
The  tribute  of  the  grateful  lay, 
And,  while  his  a61s  our  mirth  infpire, 
Wake  to  his  praife  the  vocal  lyre. 

Extended  wide  beyond  all  bound. 
Beyond  all  height  his  pow'r  is  found. 
Nor  Lords,  with  Him,  nor  Gods  befide 
The  honours  of  his  Throne  divide. 

Earth's  ftores,  throughout  its  inmoft  frame, 
He,  great  Proprietor,  (hall  claim  ; 

Your 
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You.r  ranp-e,  ye  cloud-tranfcendinp-  hills, 
His  pow'r  ccmmands,  his  prcfencc  fills. 

5- 

Inrich'd  by  his  prolific  hand. 

In  Him  the  all-produ61ive  land, 

In  Him  the  fea,   that  rounds  its  ihore, 

Their  Maker  and  their  Lord  adore. 

6. 
O  come,   and  let  your  knees  with  mine 
To  Him  in  lowlicll:  homage  join  ; 
To  Him,   for  He  your  prayVs  will  hear, 
To  Him  your  fuppliant  voices  rear. 

7- 
In  Him  your  God,   your  Father  fee. 

The  People  of  his  pafture  Ye, 

The  Flock,   that,   guided  by  his  care, 

The  bleflings  of  his  bounty  fliare. 

8. 

O  Judah,   if  in  this  thy  day 
My  will  thou  purpofe  to  obey, 

Steel 
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Steel  not  thy  breafl  to  truths  divine, 
As  erft  the  Fathers  of  thy  Line  ; — 

Whofe  Bands  th'  inclofing  defert  faw, 
RebelHous  to  the  heav'n-taught  law, 
With  mad  prefumption  from  my  hand 
The  fignals  of  my  pow'r  demand. 

10. 
Their  eyes,   the  wifh'd  for  fight  obtain  ; 
Indulg'd,   require  it  yet  again  ; 
Such  their  demand  a  heart  betray 'd 
Diftruftful  of  my  promised  aid. 

I  I. 

Through  forty  years  the  circhng  fun 
Beheld  their  date  of  mercy  run, 
As,  griev'd,  I  ftrove,  but  flrove  in  vain, 
Their  grov^ing  frenzy  to  reftraln. 

1  2. 
Behold  a  Race,  at  kngth  I  cried, 
Whofe  heart  from  Me  has  fwerv'd  afide, 


By 
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By  error's  pow'r  fubdu'd,  nor  known 
That  wifdom's  paths  and  Mine  are  one. 

My  oath,   for  by  Myfelf  I  fwear, 
My  kindled  anger  fhall  declare, 
And  bar  them  from  my  reft,  decreed 
To  faithful  Abraham's  chofen  Seed. 
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I. 

O  ING   to  the  Lord  fome  new-taught  fong ; 
^^   Earth,   to  his  praife  the  note  prolong; 
With  rapt'rous  zeal,   with  holy  flame 
Infpir'd,  his  benefits  proclaim. 

2. 

Blefs,  blcfs  his  name ;  from  day  to  day 
Let  his  falvation  prompt  the  lay. 
Till  Realms  remote  Ims  a6ls  have  known, 
And  Man's  whole  Race  his  wonders  own. 

Great 
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Great  is  the  Lord,   and  great  his  praife  ; 
What  God  hke  Him  our  fear  can  raife  ? 
Not  fuch  as  Heathen  lands  afford, 
Created  firft,   and  then  ador'd. 

4- 
Creation  Him  its  Lord  avow'd, 

When  erft  the  arch  of  heav'n  he  bow'd  ; 

And  hght  and  majefty  divine 

With  fadelefs  fplendor  grace  his  flirine. 

5- 

Let  ev'ry  People,   ev'ry  Tribe, 

Pow'r,   glory,   ftrength,   to  Him  afcribe  ; 
Let  fartheft  Realms  converted  join 
Li  homage  to  the  name  divine.    ' 

6. 
Yield  to  that  name  the  honours  due  ; 
Oft  to  his  courts  your  way  purfue 
With  folemn  ftep,   and  joyful  bring 
The  off 'ring  to  your  heav'nly  King. 


Before 
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7- 
Before  the  beauty  of  his  fhrine, 

Ye  Saints,   m  low  proftratlon  join  : 

Ye  Natives  of  each  diftant  fiiore, 

His  pow'r  revere  ;  his  name  adore. 

S. 

O  tell  to  All,   whom  earth  fuftalns, 
O  tell  them,   that  Jehovah  reigns. 
That,   fix'd  by  Ills  Almighty  hand, 
Its  pond'rous  orb  unmov'd  ihall  ftand. 

9- 

O  tell  to  All,   whom  earth  fuftalns, 

O  tell  them,   that  Jehovah  reigns, 
And  All,   who  ilTue  from  its  womb, 
Receive  from  Him  th'  unerring  doom. 

I  o. 

Exult,  ye  Hcav'ns ;  exult,  O  Earth  ; 
And,   Partner  in  the  facred  mirth. 
Let  Ocean  in  its  fulnefs  rife, 
And  thunder  to  the  diftant  fkies. 

3    C  Rich 
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I  I. 

Rich  in  his  gifts,   ye  fields,   rejoice  ; 
While  in  his  praife  the  woods  their  voice 
Exalt,   and  hail  with  lowly  nod 
The  prefence  of  th'  approaching  God.. 

12. 

He  comes,   in  awful  pomp  array 'd, 
He  comes,   to  judge  the  world  he  made  ^ 
Truth  fliall  with  Him  the  caufe  decide, 
And  equity  his  fentence  guide., 

PSALM     XCVII. 

I. 
'"T^  O   God  belongs  th'  eternal  fway  y 
"^      Let  earth  with  joy  his  will  obey  ; 
Exult,   ye  Ifles,  .that  crown  the  main, 
Bleft  in  his  mild  aufpicious  reign.. 

The  ftation'd  clouds  around  Him  meet, 
And  darknefs  rolls  beneath  his  feet ; 


While 
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While  equity  and  truth  combine 
To  rear  aloft  his  awful  flirlne. 

3- 

Before  Him  walks  the  wafting  fire ; 

Wrapt  in  the  blafl  his  foes  expire  ; 
While  earth,   convuls'd,   In  dire  difmay. 
Beholds  the  forky  lightnings  play,— 

And  down,   like  wax  before  the  fiame, 
Down  flows  the  mountain's  folid  frame, 
That  late,   ambitious,   met  the  fky  ; 
For  God,  the  world's  great  Lord,   is  nigh. 

5- 

His  righteous  acls  the  heav'ns  difplay, 
His  fame  from  pole  to  pole  convey, 
And  bid  the  Majefty  divine 
To  ev'ry  eye  confpicuous  fliinc. 

6. 

Shame  to  the  Wretch,   that  wood  and  ftones 
The  Objecls  of  his  homage  owns, 

3   C   2  And 
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And  frantic  to  the  Creature  pays 
The  Maker's  interverted  praife ! 

7- 
Ye  Gods,  his  fov'reign  might  avow. 

And  rev'rent  at  his  footftool  bow ; 

Submiflive  at  the  hallow'd  fhrlne 

Adore  the  Majefty  divine. 

8. 

Well-pleas^d  thy  counfels,   Lord,   to  hear, 
Imperial  Salem  bows  the  ear  ; 
And  Judah's  happy  daughters  fing 
The  mercies  of  th'  eternal  King. 

9- 
Thou,   Lord,   In  majefty  ferene 

Exalted  o'er  the  earth  art  feen  ; 

Wliat  pow'r,   great  God,   (hall  boaft  a  name 

Like  thine  ?   Like  Thee  our  homao-e  claim  ? 

o 

10. 
Ye  Souls,  with  love  divine  imprefs'd, 
Juft  to  its  precepts,  fin  deteft  ; 

Averfe 
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Averfe  from  each  injurious  art, 
Let  evil  from  your  thoughts  depart, 

II. 
Each  fear  deliver'd  to  the  wind, 
In  God  your  certain  refuge  find, 
Whofe  powV  protedls  the  pious  Band, 
Tho'  Myriads,  leagu'd,  againfl  them  ftand. 

1  2. 
To  you,  ye  Good,  to  you  alone 
The  feeds  of  heavenly  light  are  fown. 
That  wake  within  the  human  breaft, 
Joys  ne'er  by  human  tongue  exprefs'd. 

O,  crown'd  with  mercies  from  above. 
To  God  your  grateful  zeal  approve  i 
His  fan6lity  revere ;  his  name 
In  hymns  of  loudeft  praife  proclaim. 


PSALM 
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I. 

ING  to  the  God,   whom  we  ador€ ; 
O  fmg,   in  lays  unheard  before, 
The  mercies  fhown  us  from  above, 
The  wonders  of  redeemino-  love  : 
His  powerful  hand  falvation  fends, 
And  conqueft  on  his  arm  attends. 

2. 

His  juftice  through  the  world  has  fliin'd  ; 
His  truth,   with  endlefs  mercy  join'd. 
Now  feals  the  promife  of  his  grace 
To  faithful  Abraham's  chofen  Race  ; 
And  Earth,   to  jufl:  obedience  aw'd. 
Has  own'd  her  Saviour  and  her  God. 

Ye  diftant  Realms,   your  voice  employ 
In  fliouts  of  gratitude  and  joy  ; 


Let 
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Let  hymns  of  rapture  fvvell  each  throat ; 
Call  from  the  harp  th'  accordhig  note  ; 
On  the  fhrill  trump  your  mirth  prolong, 
And  found  the  cornet  to  the  fong. 

To  Him,   who  claims  th'  eternal  fway, 

To  Him  the  vocal  tribute  pay  \ 

Him  let  the  hoarfe  refounding  tide, 

With  all  that  in  its  depths  refide, 

Pralfe,   thank,   and  blcfs,   in  loudefl  ftralns  ; 

Him  Earth,   and  All,  whom  earth  fuflalns. 

5- 

Ye  floods,   triumphant  clap  the  hand  ; 
Ye  cloud-topt  hills,   exulting  fland  ! 
See,   thron'd  aloft  In  awful  ftate,     - 
While  Man's  whole  Race  the  fentence  wait, 
The  Judge  fupreme  his  fcale  alTume, 
And  equity  directs  the  doom. 
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1. 
TEHOVAH  reigns:    ye  Nations  own, 
^    With  proftrate  hearts,  his  fway  ; 
Betwixt  the  Cherubs  ftands  his  throne  ; 
Earth  !  tremble  and  obey. 

2. 

His  rule,  in  Sion  long  confeft. 

O'er  all  extends  ;  his  name 
Shall  hallow  with  its  fear  each  breaft, 

Each  tongue  with  zeal  inflame. 

Thy  powV  with  equity  allied 

Through  time's  long  courfe  has  flood, 

Thy  judgments  Jacob,   Lord,  has  tried, 
And  knows  them  juft  and  good. 

4- 
Let  Each,  with  humble  joy  elate, 

Before  thy  footftool  bow  ; 

Thee, 
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Thee,   ceafelefs,   praife  ;  for  who  fo  great, 
So  holy,   Lord,   as  Thou  ? 

■5- 

By  God  with  facred  honours  crown'd. 

See  Mofes,   Aaron  fee, 
And  Samuel,   ever  faithful  found. 

To  Him  incline  the  knee. 

6. 
To  Him  the  favour'd  Three  aloud 

The  frequent  vow  prefer'd. 
And  inftant  from  the  pillar'd  cloud 

His  awful  anfwer  heard. 

7- 
With  wakeful  zeal  their  bofoms  burn'd  ; 

Obfervant  of  his  will, 

With  joy  the  lieav'nly  precept  learn'd, 

And  haften'd  to  fulfil. 

8. 
To  Thee,  great  God,  their  ev'ry  pray'r 
In  full  acceptance  rofe  ; 

3  D  Thy 
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Thy  hand  their  weaknefs  knew  to  fparey, 
And,   pitying,  heal'd  their  woes. 

9- 

Yet  could  thy  wrath,  when  fin  had  dar'd 

Their  erring  breaft  to  ftain, 
Deal  to  their  guilt  its  jufi;  reward, 
And  vindicate  thy  reign. 

10. 

Let  each,  with  humble  joy  elate, 

On  Sion's  mountain  bow  ; 
Thee,   ceafelefs  praife  :   for  who  fo  great,. 

So  holy.  Lord,  as  Thou  ? 


PSALM     C. 

i. 

'VT'E  Tribes  of  earth,  in  God  rejoice, 

-^     His  prefence  hail  with  thankful  voice  ; 
To  him  your  willing  homage  pay, 
And  wake  the  tributary  lay. 

Submiflive 
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2. 
Submillive  to  his  will,   in  Him 
Behold  the  God  of  Gods  fupreme  ; 
Nor  Lords  with  him,   nor  Gods  befide 
The  honours  of  his  throne  divide. 

3- 

With  confclous  wonder  oft  furvey'd, 

He,   not  ourfehxs,   our  frame  has  made  ; 
The  fubje6ls  of  his  pow'r  we  ftand, 
The  flieep  that  own  his  guiding  hand. 

O,   enter  then  his  gates  with  pralfe, 
To  Him  your  loudeft  accents  ralfe, 
With  grateful  hearts  his  love  proclaim, 
And  blefs,  O  blefs  his  awful  name. 

5- 

For  truth  in  Him  and  mercy  live  : 
That  truth  fliall  time  itfelf  furvive  ; 
That  mercy  through  the  length  of  days 
Unclouded  pour  its  healings  rays. 

3  D  2  PSALM 


39^, 


P  S  A  L  M     CL 

I. 
ERCY,  judgment,   now  my  tongue 
Makes  the  fubjed  of  its  fong  ; 
Lord  !   to  whom  then  fliall  I  fing, 
But  to  Thee,   th'  eternal  King  ? 

2. 

Wifdom  fliall  my  footfteps  guide,. 
Nor  permit  my  feet  to  Aide, 
Or,   from  thy  all-perfe6t  way, 
Loft  in  paths  of  fm,  to  ftray. 

3- 

Come,   O  come,  celeftial  Gueft, 

Let  my  roof  with  Thee  be  bleft  ; 
Let  thy  beams  effulgent  play, 
And  within  my  manfion  ftay. 

Lo  !  my  heart  with  ftudious  care 
For  thy  prefence  I  prepare, 


And 
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And  my  dwelling's  full  extent 
Spotlefs  to  thy  view  prefent. 

Ne'er  fliall  my  prefumptuous  hand 
Dare  to  break  thy  jufi;  command  ; 
Ne'er  within  me  fhalt  thou  find 
Aught  that  fpeaks  a  faithlefs  mind. 

6. 
Serv'd  by  none,   who  ferve  not  Thee, 
Let  me  not  the  Impious  fee  ; 
Let  the  Wretch  of  froward  heart 
From  my  gate  repuls'd  depart. 

7- 
Let  the  Man  of  lofty  eye,    , 

Scornful  mien,   and  ftomach  high, 

And  the  tongue  to  flander  bred, 

Learn  my  heaviefl  wrath  to  dread. 

8. 
Come,  ye  Faithful,  Juft  and  Good, 
Eager  for  the  bright  abode. 

Come, 
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Come,  ye  Pure  in  heart,  O  come, 
Sure  with  Me  to  find  a  home. 

Pleas'd  I  fee  the  pious  Band 
Round  my  throne  attendant  ftand. 
And  in  facred  homage  join 
To  their  own  great  Lord  and  mine, 

10. 

Hence,  ye  Children  of  deceit. 
From  my  threfhold  turn  your  feet ; 
Let  the  Soul  that  dares  a  lye 
Inftant  from  my  prefence  fly. 

I  I. 

Soon,   O  Judah,   fhall  my  hand 
Root  th'  Offenders  from  thy  land  ; 
Soon  my  guilt  avenging  rod 
Purge  the  city  of  my  God. 
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PSALM     CII. 

--  I. 

T  TEAR)  Lord,  my  pray'r,  and  let  my  cries 
-■-  -■■  Accepted  to  thy  throne  arife  ; 
O  turn  not  Thou  thy  face  away, 
Nor  longer  my  rehef  delay. 

2. 

Lord,  mark  my  forrows  from  on  high, 
And  pitying  to  my  call  reply  ; 
Fail:  as  the  mounting  fmoke  decays, 
On  time's  light  pinion  flit  my  days. 

My  bones  the  hearth's  fierce  heat  fuftain ; 
My  heart  the  herbage  of  the  plain 
Refembles,  o'er  whofe  leaves  have  paft 
The  fervors  of  the  fouthern  blaft. 

For  ah  !   forgetful  of  my  food, 
Inceflant  o'er  my  griefs  I  brood, 

While 
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While  ftruggling  groans  their  weight  proclaim, 
And  wafte  with  toil  my  languid  frame. 

5- 

Not  the  wide  defert's  confines  drear 

Laments  of  louder  accent  hear, 
When  'midft  the  folitary  gloom 
The  birds  of  night  their  plaint  refume  ; — 

6. 
When,   'midft  its  fens,   with  difmal  note 
The  pelican  diftends  her  throat. 
Or  to  the  winds  in  lengthened  ftrains 
The  felf-fequeft'ring  owl  complains  ; — 

7- 
Nor  vents  its  fifter-bird  a  moan 

So  deep,   when  on  the  roof  alone 

She  fits  ;  whofe  woes,   like  mine,   affright 

The  filence  of  the  tedious  night. 

,8. 
From  morn,  till  eve  extends  its  veil, 
Reproaches  keen  my  ears  afTail  ; 

And. 
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And,  leagu'd  by  mutual  oaths,  my  Foes 
With  fierce  intent  my  fteps  inclofe. 

See  aihes,   fcatter'd  o'er  my  head, 
Mix,   undiftinguifh'd,   with  my  bread  ; 
By  languor,   care,   and  grief  opprefs'd, 
With  groans  perpetual  heaves  my  breafl. 

10. 
See  mingled  tears  my  cup  fupply  ; 
Since  firfl:  thy  wrathful  arm  on  high 
Caught  me  amaz'd,   and  fwiftly  round 
Reverting  hurl'd  me  on  the  ground. 

II. 

As  fades  the  fhadow  of  the  fun. 
With  quick  decHne  my  moments  run, 
My  life,  jufl  verging  to  its  clofe, 
With  rapid  courfe  unheeded  flows. 

12. 

My  form  is  wafted,  and  my  face, 

Its  vernal  bloom  and  youthful  grace  * 

E  Extinguifh'd, 


o 
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Extlngulfli'd,  withers  on  the  eye,, 
As  plants  beneath  a  hoftile  fky. 

But  Thou,  bleft  Guard  of  Ifrael's  Fold, 
Shalt  ages  fee  on  ages  roll'd, 
And,  thron  d  above,   to  endlefs  days 
Extend  thy  honour,   name,   and  praife* 

14. 
O  rife,    (th'  appointed  hour  Is  come  ;) 
Rife,  mightiefl:  Lord,   thy  charge  aflume  ; 
And  let  fad  Sion's  feat  no  more 
The  abfence  of  thine  aid  deplore. 

How  lovely  to  thy  Servant's  eyes, 
How  lovely  ev'n  in  ruin  lies 
Her  hallow'd  wall,  her  facred  flirlne,, 
The  feat  of  majefty  divine  ! 

16. 
Thy  Servants,  Lord,  a  penfive  Throng, 
Walk^her  defencelefs  ftreets  along, 


And, 
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And,   as  her  fcatter'd  waftes  appear, 
Drop  on  her  duft  the  pitying  tear. 

How,   Lord,   fhall  each  from  day  to  day, 
The  terrors  of  thy  wrath  difplay  ! 
How  fhall  thy  name,   great  Sire,   its  dread 
Through  earth's  awaken'd  regions  fpread  ! 

18. 

How  fliall  her  Kings  with  deep  difniay 
Thy  boundlefs  majefty  fur\  ey. 
When  Salem's  ftru6iiires  from  their  fall 
Thy  hand,   propitious,   fliall  recal  ;— 

While  down  th'  eternal  glory  pours, 
Incircles  with  its  blaze    her  tow'rs. 
And  fpeaks  thy  favour,   oft  implor'd, 
To  Ifrael's  exil'd  Tribes  reftor'd  ! 

20. 
Thy  a6ls  the  faithful  pen  fhall  trace, 
And  Myriads  of  the  human  Race, 

3  E  2  Yet 
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Yet  Strangers  to  the  birth,   thy  fame 
In  fongs  of  loudeffc  note  proclaim. 

21. 

Lo  !   God,  beneath  whofe  facred  feat, 
The  ftarry  orbs  their  courfe  repeat, 
Th'  eternal  Ruler  of  the  Iky, 
Has  cafi:  on  earth  his  equal  eye. 

2  2. 

He  deigns  the  injur'd  caufe  to  own, 
To  hear  the  helplefs  Captive's  groan, 
The  Souls  to  death  confign'd  to  fave. 
And  fnatch  them  from  the  greedy  grave.* 

For  this,  through  Sion's  ample  bound 
Jehovah's  name  fhall  oft  refound. 
Thy  fhouts,  diftinguifh'd  Salem,  raife, 
And  v^ake  thy  tongue  to  hymns  of  praife. 

24. 
See  to  thy  courts  the  Nations  flow. 
His  juft  dominion  taught  to  know, 


And. 
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And,  each  with  Thee  in  compa6l  join'd, 
Their  hearts  to  his  obedience  bind, 

25. 
TTwas  He,  whofe  unrefifted  force 
In  mid  progreflion  ftop'd  my  courfe. 
My  heathful  vigour  reft  away, 
And  haflen'd  to  its  eve  my  day. 

26. 
Spare,  mightleft  Lord  !   nor  thus,  I  cried, 
My  brittle  chain  of  years  divide, 
O  Thou,  of  Hfe  th'  exhauftlefs  Spring, 
Invifible,   Immortal  King  ! 

27. 
Thy  hand,   great  God,   earth's  bafe  has  laid, 
Thy  hand  the  heav'n  aloft  difplay'd. 
Ere  yet  along  the  vafl:  profound 
The  reftlefs  months  began  their  round. 

28. 
That  earth,  that  heav'n's  ftupendous  frame, 
Corruption  with  permitted  claim 

Shall 
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Shall  feize ;  but  Thou,   from  age  fecure, 
Shalt  felf-exifteut  flill  endure. 

29. 
Thefe,   as  the  labours  of  the  loom, 
Shall  time  with  gradual  force  confume  ; 
Till  Thou  again  thy  hand  apply, 
And  fold  them  up,   and  lay  them  by. 

30. 
Thou,   Lord,   whofe  hand  their  texture  fpim, 
When  time  its  ftated  courfe  has  run, 
Shalt  brightpr  fcenes  difclofe  to  view, 
And  nature's  varied  face  renew. 

But  varyings  Thou  haft  none  ;  thy  rays 
With  undiminifh'd  luftre  blaze  ; 
Thy  years  fhall  circumfcription  fpurn, 
And  back  upon  themfelves  return. 

Thee,  Lord,  therr  fure  Protedlor,  Thee 
Thy  Saints  their  ftrong  fupport  ihall  fee ; 

And, 
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And,  rang'd  In  long  fucceffion,  {hare 
The  gifts  of  thy  paternal  care. 


p  s  A  L  M    cm. 

I. 

Y  Soul,   throughout  thine  inmofl:  frame, 
Blefs,   blefs  the  great  Jehovah's  name  ; 
Ceafe  not  with  ftudious  thought  to  trace 
The  a6ts  of  his  ftupcndous  grace. 

2. 
He  blots  from  heav'n's  record  thy  fin, 
And,   though  thy  paflions  war  within, 
AfTuafive  calms  their  furious  ftrife. 
And  refcues  from  the  pit  thy  life. 

He  bids  his  bleflings  round  thee  rife  ; 
Thy  evVy  wifli  with  good  fupplies  ; 
Thy  years  renews  in  their  decline  ; 
And  makes  the  eagle's  vigour  thine. 


Tis 
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'Tis  God's,  the  Friendlefs  and  the  Poor 
From  proud  oppreffion  to  fecure, 
Then*  wants  attentive  to  perceive, 
And  ever  faithful  to  reheve. 

5- 

His  ways  to  Mofes  flood  reveal'd ; 
Thou,  Ifrael,  haft  his  works  beheld, 
His  breaft  with  mercy  fraught  haft  known, 
To  anger  flow,  to  pity  prone. 

6. 
God  ne'er  with  errino-  Mortals  knew 
A  ceafelefs  conteft  to  purfue. 
But,   when  their  crimes  his  vengeance  raife. 
His  wrath  in  mid  efflifion  ftays. 

7- 
If  e'er  our  trefpafs  He  chaftife, 

Not  to  its  weight  proportion'd  rife 

The  juft  corre6lions  of  his  hand. 

But  bounded  by  his  mercy  ftand  :— 


That 
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8. 
That  mercy  to  the  ftarry  pole 
Extends  ;   and,   far  as  from  his  goal 
The  fun  in  daily  circuit  roves, 
The  humbled  Sinner's  guilt  removes. 

What  fondnefs  for  his  infant  care 
A  Father's  bofom  learns  to  (hare, 
Such  from  th'  eternal  Monarch  claim 
The  Souls,  that  rev'rent  own  his  name. 

10. 

God's  fearching  eye  our  texture  knows  ; 
Sees  that  the  duft's  light  grains  compofe 
Our  frame  ;   and  marks  the  days  of  Man 
Contra6tcd  to  a  narrow  fpan. 

I  I. 
How  fliort,  how  tranfient  is  its  date  ! 
As  flow'rs,   that  in  their  vig'rous  ftate 
Exalted,   now  the  field  adorn, 
And  now  by  paffing  ftorms  are  torn, 

3  F  Behold 
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I  2. 
Behold  the  rlp'ning  herb  decay  ; 
Each  flow'r,  its  vigour  reft  away, 
At  once  its  vernal  pride  refigns, 
And  withering  on  the  earth  reclines. 

Behold  it  droop,    and  quickly  wafte  ; 
Nor  knows  the  foil,  whofe  bed  it  grac'd, 
To  witnefs  to  th'  Inquirer's  view. 
Where  late  the  fhort-liv'd  wonder  grew. 

14. 
But  thy  compaffions,   Lord,   the  JufI: 
From  age  to  age  with  ftedfaft  truft 
Shall  own,   and,   fiU'd  with  holy  flame, 
Thy  care  and  tendernefs  proclaim. 

Thy  righteoufnefs  their  favoured  Race, 
In  long  defcent,   fhall  joy  to  trace. 
While  pleased  thy  compad:  they  fulfil, 
And  frame  to  thy  decrees  their  w^ill. 


His 
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16. 

His  feat  above  th'  empyreal  plain 
Our  God  has  fix'd ;  his  equal  reign 
Creation's  utmoft  bounds  confefs, 
And  J  bleft  in  Him,  their  Maker  blefs. 

O  magnify  your  heav'nly  King, 
His  praife,   ye  Tribes  angelic,   fing. 
Who,   cloth'd  with  miglit,   his  word  obey, 
And  wing,   as  He  diredls,   your  way. 

18. 
Him  praife,   ye  bright  ethereal  Band, 
That  rang'd  beneath  his  banner  ftand. 
And  Ye,   who  round  his  throne  of  ftate 
With  duteous  zeal  miniftrant  w^ait. 

19. 
Ye  works  of  God,   where'er  his  fway 
Extends,   your  Maker's  fame  difplay  ; 
Nor  Thou,  my  Soul,  forget  to  fing 
The  mercies  of  th'  eternal  King. 

3  F  2  PSALM 
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I. 
WAKE,  my  Soul,   to  hymns  of  praife  ; 
To  God  the  fong  of  triumph  raife, 
And  thankful  blefs  th'  almighty  Lord, 
The  God  in  ev'ry  a6l  ador'd. 

2. 

O  cloth'd  with  majefty  divine, 
What  pomp,   what  glory,   Lord,   are  Thine  I 
Light  forms  thy  robe,   and  round  thy  head 
The  heav'ns  their  ample  curtain  fpread. 

Thou  know'fl:  amid  the  fluid  fpace 
The  fl:rong-compa61;ed  beams  to  place, 
That  proof  to  wafting  ages  lie. 
And  prop  the  chambers  of  the  fky. 

Behold,   aloft,   the  King  of  kings, 
Borne  on  the  wind's  expanded  wings, 


His 
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His  chariot  by  the  clouds  fappHed, 

Through  heaven's  wide  realm  triumphant  ride. 

5- 

Around  him  rang'd  in  awful  ftate 
Th'  aiTembled  ftorms  miniftrant  wait  ; 
And  flames,   attentive  to  fulfil 
The  dictates  of  his  mighty  will. 

6. 

To  God  the  all-prolific  earth, 
From  chaos  call'd,   afcribes  her  birth, 
And  fix'd  by  his  almighty  hand 
Has  ftood,   and  fliall  for  ages  ftand. 

He  fpake  ;   and  o'er  each  mountain's  head 
The  deep  its  watry  mantle  fpread  ; 
He  fpake  ;   and  from  the  whelming  flood 
Again  their  tops  emergent  ftood. 

8. 
Now  faft  adown  their  bendincr  fide 
With  refluent  ftream  the  currents  ghde ; 

Aw'd 
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Aw'd  by  his  ftern  rebuke  they  fly, 
While  peals  of  thunder  rend  the  fky, 

9- 
In  mingled  tumult  backward  led, 

They  hafte  to  their  appointed  bed, 

And,  taught  their  deflin'd  bounds  to  know, 

No  more  th'  affrighted  earth  overflow. 

10. 

The  fprings,  the  rivulets  (their  courfe 
By  nature's  ever  copious  fource 
Supplied,)   refrefli  the  hilly  plain, 
And  life  in  all  its  forms  fuftain. 

1 1. 
Here,  ftooping  o'er  the  river's  brink, 
The  herds  and  flocks  promifcuous  drink  ; 
There,   'mid  the  barren  defert  nurs'd, 
The  wild-afs  cools  his  burning  thirfl:. 

12. 

While  fafl;  befide  the  murm'ring  fpring 
The  feather'd  minftrels  fit  and  fing, 


And, 
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And,   fhelter'd  in  the  branches,   iliun 
The  fervors  of  the  mid-day  fun. 

God's  fhow'rs  with  verdure  crown  the  hills  ; 
The  earth  with  various  fruits  he  fills  : 
Preventive  of  their  wants,   his  aid 
Yields  to  the  brute  the  fpringing  blade. 

14. 
For  Man,   chief  objcfl  of  his  care, 
His  hands  the  foodful  herb  prepare, 
The  glad'ning  wine,  refrefliing  oil, 
And  bread  that  firings  his  nerves  for  toil. 

By  Him  with  genial  moifture  fed 
The  trees  their  fhades  luxuriant  fpread  ; 
The  cedars,   nurtur'd  by  His  hand, 
On  Lebanon's  high  fummit  ftand. 

16. 

They  weave  their  focial  boughs,   defign'd 
A  refuge  for  th'  aerial  kind ; 

While 
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While  on  the  fir-tree's  fplry  top 
The  vagrant  ftork  Is  feen  to  flop. 

See  from  the  hills  the  goats  depend, 
Or  bounding  from  the  cliff  defcend  ; 
The  lefTer  tribes,   in  furry  pride 
Array'd,   the  rock's  dark  caverns  hide. 

i8. 
Her  way  by  him  prefcrib'd,   the  moon 
Our  feafons  marks,   and  knows  her  own ; 
And,   taught  by  Him,  the  orb  of  day 
Slopes  in  the  weft  his  parting  ray. 

19. 
Now  night  from  ocean's  bed  afcends, 
And  o'er  the  earth  her  wings  extends  ; 
While  favour'd  by  the  friendly  gloom 
The  fylvan  race  licentious  roam. 

20. 
The  lions  chief,  with  hideous  roar, 
From  God  their  needful  food  implore, 


And 
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And  eager  for  the  wonted  prey, 
Along  the  echoing  defert  lirav ;  — 

2  I. 
Till  now,   as  morn  approaches  nigh, 
Back  to  their  cavern'd  haunts  they  fly  ; 
Where,   fatiate  with  the  bloody  feafl:, 
The  lordly  Savage  finks  to  reft. 

22. 
His  care  fufficient  to  the  day, 
Man  to  his  labour  takes  his  way, 
His  tafk  at  earlieft  dawn  beo[un, 
And  ended  with  the  fetting  fun. 

Eternal  Ruler  of  the  flcies, 
How  various  are  thy  works,   how  wife  ! 
How  great  the  wonders  thou  haft  WTought, 
And  deep  beyond  all  fearch  of  thought ! 

24. 
Nor  earth  alone  beholds  her  ftiores 
Inrich'd  from  thy  exhauftlefs  ftores  ; 

3  G  Alike, 
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Alike,  throughout  their  liquid  reign, 
Th'  extended  feas  thy  gifts  contain. 

Beneath,   unnumber'd  reptiles  fwarm, 
Of  diff'rent  fize,   of  dlff'rent  form  ; 
Above,   the  fliips  enormous  glide, 
Incumbent  on  the  burthen'd  tide  ; — 

26. 
And  oft,  the  rolling  waves  between, 
The  huge  Leviathan  is  feen, 
There  privileg'd  by  Thee  to  ftray, 
And  wanton  o'er  the  wat'ry  way. 

27. 
Thy  care,   great  God,   fuftalns  them  all ; 
By  hunger  urg'd,   on  Thee  they  call  ; 
And  reap  from  thy  extended  hand 
Whatever  their  various  wants  demand. 

28. 
If  Thou  thy  face  but  turn  away. 
Their  troubled  looks  their  grief  betray  ; 


If 
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If  Thou  the  vital  air  deny, 

Behold  them  ficken,  faint,  and  die  ! 

29. 
His  breath  refign'd,   on  earth's  low  bed 
Behold  the  Mortal  reft  his  head  ; 
Duft  to  its  kindred  duft  returns, 
And  earth  her  ruin'd  offspring  mourns. 

30- 
But  foon  thy  breath  her  lofs  fupplies  ; 

She  fees  a  new-born  Race  arife. 

And,   o'er  her  regions  fcatter'd  wide, 

The  bleflings  of  thy  hand  divide. 

Thy  glory,  fearlefs  of  decline. 
Thy  glory.   Lord,   fliall  ever  (hine. 
Thy  works  in  changelefs  order  lie, 
And  glad  their  great  Creator's  eye. 

32. 
Earth  at  thy  look  fhall  trembling  ftand, 

Confcious  of  fov'reign  pow'r  at  hand, 

3  G   2  And, 
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And,   touch'd  by  Thee,   almighty  Sire, 
The  cloud-topt  hills  in  fmoke  afpire. 

33- 

To  God  in  ceafelefs  flrains  my  tongue 

Shall  meditate  the  grateful  fong, 
And,   long  as  breath  informs  my  frame 
The  wonders  of  his  love  proclaim. 

34- 
AlTur'd  that  his  paternal  ear 

With  full  regard  my  voice  will  hear ; 

His  a61s  (liall  be  my  conftant  theme, 

His  favour  my  delight  fupreme. 

35- 
Behold  his  wrath  on  Sinners  flied  ; 

Behold  them  number'd  with  the  dead, 

And,   ftruck  by  his  refiftlefs  hand, 

In  heaps  promifcuous  ftrew  the  land. 

3^- 
But  Thou,  my  Soul,  the  hymn  of  praife 

In  loudeft  notes  triumphant  raife  ; 


And 
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And  let  confenting  Nations  join 
To  blefs  with  me  the  name  divine. 
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I. 
lOME,   celebrate  your  God  and  King, 
Awake  the  Tong,   awake  the  firing; 
With  awful  rcv'rence  own  his  name  ; 
His  pow'r  invoke,   his  praife  proclaim. 

2. 
Aloud  declare,   through  ev'ry  land, 
The  wonders  of  his  mighty  hand ; 
And  let  his  name  your  thought  employ  ; 
His  name,   fit  theme  of  highefl:  joy. 

3- 

Such  joy  may  each  for  ever  fliare, 

Whofe  fteps  to  Salem's  fane  repair  ; 
O  frequent  feek  that  bleft  abode, 
O  feek  the  face  of  Jacob's  God. 


Th. 
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4- 

The  adls  of  heaven's  almighty  Lord 

Let  IfraeFs  thankful  Sons  record ; 
Ye  Seed  of  Abraham,  his  Friend, 
With  joy  to  his  commands  attend. 

5- 
To  you  his  prefence  ftands  confeft ; 

His  judgments  earth's  wide  realms  attefl: ; 

His  promife  kind,  and  wife  decree, 

Though  Man  forget,  yet  will  not  He. 

6. 

The  oath  confirmed  through  periods  paft, 
And  doom'd  to  lateft  times  to  laft ; 
To  Terah's  Son,  to  Ifaac,  made, 
And  thus  to  Jacob's  hands  convey 'd  : 

7- 
''   Arife,  thou  favour'd  of  thy  God, 

"   And  claim  the  gift  by  him  beftow'd; 

"  Behold  thy  Sons  their  wide  command 

''  Extend  o'er  Canaan's  fertile  land." 


But 
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8. 

But  when  ?  or  how  ?  their  number  view  ; 
(It  afks  no  toil ;)   a  helplefs  Few, 
And  Strangers  there,   doomd  long  to  roam, 
And  feek  through  diftant  climes  a  home. 

Yet,   privileg'd  by  Him  from  wrong, 
Secure  the  Exiles  march  alon": : 
Kings  hear  his  dread  reproof,   nor  dare 
To  hurt  whom  God  has  bid  to  fpare. 

10. 

''  Touch,  touch  not  thefe  ;   for  on  their  heads 
My  hand  the  facred  undlion  fhcds ; 
Your  eyes  in  them  my  Prophets  fee  ; 

*'   And  what  they  fpcak,   they  fpeak  from  Me." 

I  I. 
God  calls  ;  and  on  the  cultur'd  ground 
Life's  needful  flaff  no  more  is  found, 
While  drought,   incumbent  o'er  the  plain, 
Checks  in  mid  growth  the  rip'ning  grain. 
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I  2. 

Yet  mercy  ftill  his  wrath  outran  ; 
Thy  fliores,   O  Nile,   receive  the  Man, 
Ordain'd  the  chofen  Race  to  f^ive, 
Thy  future  Lord,   though  now  thy  Slave. 

What  though,   his  feet  in  fetters  bound, 
His  foul  th'  affli6ling  irons  wound, 
Though  various  griefs  around  him  wait 
Through  kindred  envy,  wrath,  and  hate  ; — 

14. 
Yet,   Jofeph,   patient  bear  thy  lot  : 
Thy  lips,   with  heav'nly  fcience  fraught, 
Shall  foon  the  myftic  dream  explain, 
That  ends  thy  woes,  and  breaks  thy  chain. 

The  Monarch  bids  ;  the  prifon  door 
Detains  the  injur'd  Saint  no  more  ; 
But  through  fucceeding  hfe  he  gains 
A  full  exemption  from  his  pains. 

New 
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16. 

New  honours  now  his  wrongs  repair  ; 
The  regal  palace  to  his  care 
Its  wealth  configns  ;   and  Egypt's  land 
Bows  to  her  Captive's  wife  command. 

Ev'n  Princes  own'd  with  rev 'rent  awe 
The  dictates  of  his  will  their  law, 
And  Senates  on  his  youthful  tongue 
In  filent  wonder  lift'ning  luino^. 

19. 

Lo  !   Jofeph  fends,   and,   bow'd  with  years, 
Jacob  on  Mizraim's  coafl:  appears  ; 
Th'  illuftrious  Pilgrim's  wearied  feet 
In  Egypt  fix  their  laft  retreat. 

20. 
See  hence  the  woes  on  Egypt  pour'd! 
But  Thou,   O  Monarch,   fhould'ft  thy  word 
Abfolve,   nor  thus  with  impious  rod 
Opprefs  the  Servants  of  thy  God. 

3  H  See 
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21. 

See  Mofes,   pleading,   ftretcH  the  hand  ; 
See  Aaron  hft  the  facred  wand, 
And  lead  th'  invited  veno-eance  on 
In  fcenes  to  nature's  laws  unknown. 

2  2. 

What  terrors,   Cham,   alas  !   are  thine, 
While  quick  on  thy  devoted  Line, 
Far  as  thy  utmoft  coafts  extend. 
Thou  feefl  the  various  pefl;  defcend ! 

23. 
If  fear  their  ftubborn  hearts  may  melt. 
Let  darknefs,   darknefs  to  be  felt, 
Inclofe  their  land,   and  o'er  their  head 
Its  melancholy  mantle  fpread. 

24. 
Thus,   thus  th'  Almighty  Monarch  fpake  ; 
As  forth  the  awful  accents  brake, 
Darknefs  the  high  beheft  obey'd. 
And  round  them  wrapt  its  thickefl:  (liade. 


The 
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The  heav'n-ftruck  Nile's  extended  flood 
Now  rolls  a  current  black  with  blood; 
While  breathlefs  on  their  oozy  bed 
In  heaps  the  finny  tribes  are  fpread. 

26. 
The  loathfome  frog,   a  num'rous  birth, 
Springs  infl:aiit  from  the  teeming  earth, 
Nor  walls  that  cruard  a  Monarch's  refl 
Know  to  exclude  the  hideous  gueft. 

27. 
God  bids  ;   and  through  the  darkened  air 
In  troops  th'  aflembling  flies  repair. 
And  fwarms  of  reptiles  fcattcr'd  wide, 
Rebuke  the  faithlefs  Tyrant's  pride. 

28. 
In  league  againft  them  now  confpire 
The  rufliing  hail,   and  bick'ring  fire, 
And,   inftant  by  the  tempefi:  torn, 
Their  ruin'd  fliades  the  forefls  mourn. 

3  H  2  No 
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29. 
No  more  array 'd  in  native  green 
The  fig-tree  and  the  vine  are  feen, 
No  more  with  flow'ring  honours  crown'd^ 
But  ufelefs  load  th'  incumber'd  ground. 

30. 
He  bids  ;  and  joined  in  clofe  array 
Th'  embattled  locufts  take  their  way ; 
Before  them,   plains  with  verdure  grac'd. 
Appear  ;   behind  a  barren  wafte  : 

While  the  dun  beetle  through  the  fky 
With  eager  fpeed  is  feen  to  fly, 
And,   partner  in  the  offer'd  fpoil 
Confumes  th'  aftonifli'd  Planter's  toil. 

32. 
Now  to  the  grave  with  anguifh  torn, 

Each  Mother  yields  her  Eldeft-born  ; 

And  Egypt's  land,  along  its  fhores, 

The  firfl-fruits  of  its  ftrength  deplores. 


Now, 


PSALM     CV.  4:9 

33- 

Now,  Ifrael,   fliines  the  day  to  thee 

That  bids  thy  captive  Sons  go  free  ; 
Rife,   quickly  rife  ;   for  in  their  ear 
Thy  Sons  the  voice  of  freedom  hear. 

34- 
The  wealth  of  their  relentinor  Foes 

Earth's  fov'reign  Lord  on  them  beftows, 

And  bids  them  leave  the  hoftile  foil, 

Each  ftrong  for  travel,   ftrong  for  toil. 

35- 

As  now  their  deftin'd  path  they  tread, 

Egypt,   yet  pale  with  recent  dread, 

Exulting  fees  the  facred  Band 

With  parting  footfteps  prefs  her  ftrand. 

3^- 
Expanded  wide  above  their  heads 

The  (hadowing  cloud  its  curtain  fpreads  ; 
Before  them  walks  th'  embodied  fire, 
And  bids  the  (hades  of  night  retire. 

God's 
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37- 
God's  haFid  indulgent  from  on  higli 

Yields  Jacob's  Sons  their  Avidi'd  fupply ; 

Quails  on  their  appetite  bcftow'd, 

.And  bread  ethereal,  give  them  food  : 

38- 

While,   at  his  word,   from  out  the  rock 
Th'  imprifon'd  ftreams  luxuriant  broke, 
And,   onward  pour'd  with  lengthen'd  train. 
Ran  murm'ring  o'er  the  thirfty  plain. 

39- 
Such  mercies,   all-indulgent  Lord, 

Thy  changelefs  promifes  afford. 

Such  bleffings  thy  remembrance  kind 

Of  Abraham's  ever  faithful  mind. 

40. 
Redeem'd  from  ftern  oppreflion's  feat, 
With  grateful  joy  their  bofoms  beat ; 
With  fuch  as  ev'ry  heart  o'erflows 
When  refcu'd  from  its  cruel  Foes  ;— 


Joy, 
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41. 

Joy,   yet  enlarg'd,   when  Canaan's  land 
Refigns  her  fceptre  to  tlieir  hand, 
And  bids  them  reap  from  off  her  foil 
The  harveft  of  another's  toil. 

42. 
Behold  the  love  to  Ifrael  (liown, 
That  we,   great  God,   thy  pow'r  miglit  own, 
And  each  with  ftedfaft  heart  fulfil 
The  dictates  of  thy  mighty  will. 

43- 
Awake  the  fono-     awake  the  flrlnnr. 

And  thankful  praife  th'  immortal  King, 

And,   faithful  Heralds  to  his  fame. 

To  diftant  lands  his  praife  proclaim. 


PSALM 
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I. 

T     ET  fongs  of  joy  to  God  afcend, 
'^^^^   Whofe  love  nor  limit  knows,   nor  end: 
Bnt  O,   what  tongue  in  equal  lay 
His  a6ls  can  fpeak,  his  praife  difplay  ? 

2. 

Thrice  happy  wlio  with  iledfaft  will 
The  di61at€s  of  his  law  fulfil ! 
With  thefe,   thy  chofen  flock,   aflign'd 
May  I  my  lot  for  ever  find  ? 

O  grant  me,  Lord,     w^ith  thefe  to  prove 
The  pow'r  of  thy  redeeming  love. 
The  grace  thy  Saints  are  blefl:  to  know 
That  grace  to  me  benignant  fliew  : — 

And  while  thy  mercy  on  our  heads 
The  fulnefs  of  its  blefiiings  flieds, 


With 
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^o:) 


With  them  th'  accepted  hymn  to  fing 
To  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  King. 

5- 

Too  faithful  Followers  of  our  Sires, 
Our  life  with  theirs,   great  God,   confplres 
Thy  wrath  on  Judah's  realm  to  call, 
And  teach  thy  terrors  where  to  fall. 

6. 
O  fay,  thou  Erythraean  main, 
Whofe  weaves  beheld  the  rebel  Train  ; 
How  foon  oblivion  could  efface 
Each  a6l  of  God's  ftupendous  grace,— 

7- 
How  foon  efface  each  a6l  his  hand 

Perform'd  in  Cham's  affrighted  land  ; 

Yet,   ftlll,  that  Man  his  pow'r  might  ow^n, 

Confplcuous  in  their  aid  it  flione. 

8. 
Aw'd  by  his  voice  the  briny  flood 
In  gath'ring  heaps  fufpended  flood, 

3  I  While 


434  PSALM     CVI. 

While,   fafe  as  o'er  the  fandy  wafte, 
Th'  admiring  Troops  betwixt  them  paft. 

Soon  as  they  reach  the  adverfe  ftrand 
Th'  Impetuous  wave  the  hoftlle  Band 
O'erwhehiis  ;   nor  one  exempted  Man 
Back  with  the  dreadful  tidings  ran. 

10    . 
Convlnc'd  they  now  (what  could  they  lefs  ? 
His  words  the  words  of  truth  confefs, 
Yield  to  his  name  th'  extorted  praife, 
And  fongs  of  grateful  triumph  raife : — 

I  t. 

But  foon  rebellious  as  before 
(His  w^orks  remember 'd  now  no  more,) 
To  times  by  them  prefcrib'd  confine 
The  counfels  of  the  will  divine. 

12. 

As  Jacob's  Sons,  by  luft  impell'd, 
Their  courfe  along  the  defert  held, 


Fierce 
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Fierce  rife  their  Bands,   in  evil  hour, 
\nd  challenge  God's  almighty  pow'r. 
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That  pow'r,   while  ev'ry  eager  eye 
Raflily  demands  the  quick  fupply, 
Difpleas'd,  the  wifli'd-for  ill  (liall  grant. 
And  fatiate  their  imagin'd  want. 

14. 
That  powV  alone  their  outrage  fell 
From  thee,   O  Mofes,   could  repel, 
And  uncontefted  rev'rence  claim 
To  confecrated  Aaron's  name. 

Wide,   difcontlnuous,   yawn'd  the  ground, 
And  Dathan  in  the  dark  profound, 
With  proud  Abiram's  frantic  Train, 
Receiving  inftant,   clos'd  again. 

16. 

Th'  Almighty  Lord,   with  wrath  inflam'd 
His  vengeance  dire  at  Ifrael  aim'd, 

3  I  2  His 
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His  fires  impetuous,   roll'd  along, 
Wrapt  in  the  blaze  th'  apoftate  Throng. 

I?- 
I  loreb  !   what  fin  is  wrought  on  thee  ? 

Blufh,   confcious  Earth,   O  blufli  to  fee 

A  figure  from  the  grazing  herd 

To  God,  the  living  God,  prefer'd  ; — 

i8. 

That  God,   their  glory  late  confefl: ; 
But  ah  !   within  their  thanklefs  bread 
No  longer  now  recorded  ftand 
The  wonders  of  his  faving  hand. 

19. 
No  more  with  gratitude  imprefs'd 
His  miracles  their  hearts  attefl 
In  vain  on  Egypt  fliown,  in  vain 
Repeated  on  the  bord'ring  main. 

20, 
See,  as  in  awful  threat'nings  heard, 
Eternal  juflice  gives  the  word, 


The 
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The  rummon'd  ftorms  the  heav'nly  throne 
Surround,   impatient  to  be  gone. 

2  I. 

But  Mofes  in  the  breach  appears. 
And,   as  his  fnppliant  voice  he  rears, 
Averts,   yet  waiting  on  the  wing, 
The  venn:eance  of  th'  ahnio-htv  Kino-. 

22. 

As  Ifrael's  Tribes  approaching,    ftand 
Near  promised  Canaan's  fertile  land, 
That  proinife,   feal'd  by  truth  divine. 
They  doubt,   and  at  tlie  gift  repine. 

23. 
From  tent  to  tent  the  murmur  runs, 
While  each  the  heav'nly  counfel  fhuns, 
That  bids  them  fafe  in  Him  confide, 
Their  God,  their  Guardian,   and  their  Guide, 

24. 
Their  guilt  mature  for  vengeance  founds 
Th'  uphfted  fvvord,   in  a6l  to  wound. 

Hangs 
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Hangs  imminent ;  and  Myriads  flain 
In  heaps  promifcuous  load  the  plain. 

The  conquVing  Foe  through  unknown  ways 
The  fcatter'd  Fugitives  conveys  ; 
Secluded  from  their  promised  home, 
In  foreign  countries  long  they  roam. 

26. 
With  BaaFs  worfhippers  behold 
The  names  of  Jacob's  Race  inroll'd, 
Who,  pleas'd,  the  impious  table  fpread, 
And  eat  the  oflF'rings  of  the  Dead. 

27- 
New  crimes  new  chaftifements    provoke  ; 
And  forth  the  peft  wide-wafting  broke, 
Unfeen  the  furious  onfet  gave. 
And  fwept  them  to  the  crouded  grave. 

28. 
Till,  Phineas,  thy  prevenient  care 
Purg'd  from  its  taint  the  deathful  air  ; 

The 
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The  pious  deed  to  lateft  days 
Shall  confecrate  the  Hero's  praife. 

29. 
Nor  Meribah's  yet  thirliy  ground 
Unconfcious  of  their  guilt  is  found  ; 
Till,   fummonVi  from  the  rock,   the  wave- 
Her  plain  in  full  cfTufion  lave. 

30. 
Nor  He,   who  often  mildly  ftrove 
To  draw  them  with  the  cords  of  love  ; 
Not  Mofes,   Leader  of  their  Bands, 
From  touch  of  blame  exempted  ftands. 

While  murmurs  heard  on  ev'ry  fide, 
And  loud  reproach,   his  patience  tried, 
Refentment  quick  his  bofom  ftung. 
And  words  unweigh'd  efcap'd  his  tongue. 

32. 
The  nations  round,   widi  error  blind, 
To  jull  excifion  long  defign'd, 

Rebellious 
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Rebellious  to  their  God  they  fpare, 
Nor  fhun  the  Heathen  rite  to  (liare. 

33- 

Proftrate  they  fall  to  fculptur'd  flone, 

And  frenzy's  deepeft  influence  own, 
To  Daemons  rear'd  their  altars  ftand, 
And  fcenes  of  blood  pollute  the  land. 

34- 
While  with  untrembling  hands  the  fires 

Their  Son,   their  Daughter,   to  the    fires 

A  Vidim  yield,   and,  of  their  cry 

Regardlefs,  fee  their  Offspring  die. 

35- 
To  images,   to  lifelefs  gods 

(Such,   Canaan,   fliame  thy  dire  abodes  ;) 

Streams  on  the  knife  the  filial  gore,         / 

And,   guiltlefs,   ftains  th'  unhallow'd  floor. 

3^- 
What,  Ifrael,  now  fhall  wafli  thee  clean, 

While  lefTons  of  inventive  fin 

Hav 
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Have  prompted  thy  adult'rous  heart 
Thus  from  thy  Maker  to  depart  ? 


07. 


o 
Fierce  o'er  thv  head  his  ano-er  burns  ; 

From  his  own  heritage  he  turns, 

Abhorrent :   now  let  Jacob's  Foes 

At  will  th'  abandon'd  Race  inclofe. 

38. 

Behold  them  by  oppreflion  torn, 
And  fix'd  the  mark  of  hoftile  fcorn, 
With  flatt'ring  lip  their  homage  pay, 
And  trembling  own  tyrannic  fway. 

39- 
Oft  they  were  favVl,   and  oft  again 

Rebellious  fpurn'd  his  equal  reign, 

Again  their  ruin'd  ftate  deplor'd. 

And  bow'd  beneath  a  foreign  Lord. 

40. 
Yet  He  with  pity  from  on  high. 
True  to  his  compadt,   heard  their  cry, 

3  K  His 
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His  hand  In  their  defence  he  rear'd, 
And  gracious  in  their  caufe  appeared. 

41. 
He  faw  them  drag  the  fervile  chain. 
And,  ftudious  to  reheve  their  pain, 
Companion's  tend'reft  fenfe  Imprefs  d 
On  the  ftern  Vidor's  Iron  bread. 

42. 
O  ftill  our  Father,  ftill  our  Friend, 
To  Ifrael's  woes,  great  God,   attend ; 
From  diftant  climes,   and  hoftile  lands, 
Colledl  once  more  our  fcatter'd  Bands  ;- 

43- 
That  Slon  with  delighted  ear 

The  hallow'd  ftrains  again  may  hear ;, 

Thy  name  the  fubje6l  of  each  fong, 

Thy  praife  the  boaft  of  ev'ry  tongue. 

44. 
O  thankful  hail  th'  Almighty  Lord, 
The  God  by  Jacob's  Sons  ador'd  ; 


Hi 


IS 
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His  fame,  ere  time  its  coiirfe  began, 
O'er  heav'n's  wide  region  echoin":  ran. 

45- 
To  Him  through  endlefs  ages  raife 

One  fong  of  oft-repeated  praife  ; 

And  let  confenting  Nations  join 

To  blefs  with  us  the  pow'r  di\  ine. 

Hallelujah. 

PSALM     C\  II. 

I. 

^  I  ^O  God  above  from  all  below 

•^     Let  hymns  of  praife  afcend  ; 
Whofe  bleilings  unexhaufted  flow, 
Whofe  mercy  knows  no  end, 

2. 

But  chief  by  thofe  his  name  be  bleft, 

To  whom  his  aid  he  gave  ; 
Beheld  them  by  the  Foe  opprefs'd, 

And  reached  his  arm  to  fave. 

3  K  2  To 


444  PSALM    CVIL 

3- 
To  eaft,  to  wefl,  to  fouth,  to  north, 

Condemn'd  awlille  to  roam, 

His  hand  In  pity  brought  them  forth, 

And  caird  the  Wand'rers  home. 

Behold  them  o'er  the  defert  ftray, 

A  helplefs,  hopelefs  Train  ; 
Some  city,   where  their  fteps  to  flay. 

They  feek,  but  feek  in  vain. 

5- 

Ah  1   what  (hall  chear  their  fainting  mind, 

Or  what  their  woes  aflliage. 
To  thirft's  afflidive  pain  confign'd, 

And  famine's  fierceft  rage  ? 

6. 

Diftrefs'd,  to  God  they  make  their  pray'r  ; 

He  guides,  direds  their  feet ; 
And,   fafe  in  his  prote6ling  care. 

They  reach  their  deftin'd  feat. 

O  then 
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7- 
O  then  that  all  would  blefs  his  name, 

Whofe  mercy  thus  they  prove, 

And  plcas'd  from  age  to  age  proclaim 

The  wonders  of  his  love  ! 

8. 
That  love,  whofe  gifts  with  thankful  breaft 

The  Sons  of  want  divide, 
And  find  f.heir  ev'ry  grief  redrefs'd, 

Their  ev'ry  wifli  fupplied. 

Ifrael,  by  God's  avenging  hand, 
Death's  gloomy  fliades  detain  ; 
To  thefe  he  adds  the  iron  band, 
And  forrow's  heavier  chain. 

lO. 

Such  is  the  doom  to  thofe  affign'd, 

Who,   frantic,   durft  withftand, 
The  counfels  of  th'  almighty  mind, 

And  fpurn  his  juft  command. 

O'erwhelm'd 
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I  I. 

O'erwhelm'd  with  deepeft  woe  they  lie, 

And  finking  to  the  grave  ; 
No  pitying  ear  attends  their  cry ; 

No  hand  is  nigh  to  fave. 

12. 

Diftrefs'd,  to  God  they  make  their  pray'r  ; 

He,  inftant,  near  them  flands, 
Difpels  the  gloom  of  black  defpair. 

And  breaks  their  flubborn  bands. 

O  then  that  all  would  blefs  his  name, 

Whofe  mercy  thus  they  prove, 
And  pleas'd  from  age  to  age  proclaim 

The  wonders  of  his  love  ! 

14. 
That  love,  that  oft  its  fuccour  orives 

The  Captive's  woes  to  heal. 
The  gates  of  brafs  in  funder  cleaves, 
And  burfts  the  bars  of  fteel. 

Beneath 
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Beneath  God's  tenors  bid  to  groan, 
Lo  !  Judah's  finfiil  Band, 
The  fruits  of  folly  reap,  and  own 
The  juftice  of  his  hand. 

16. 
Eftrang'd  from  food,  their  languid  foul 

The  needful  meal  foregoes ; 
Life  feels  its  current  faintly  roll, 

And  haftens  to  its  clofc. 

Diftrefs'd,  to  God  they  make  their  prayV; 

And  nature,  joyous,   fees 
His  word  her  ruin'd  ftrength  repair, 

Her  fiercefl:  tortures  eafe. 

18. 
O  then  that  all  would  blcfs  his  name, 

Whofe  mercy  thus  they  prove, 
And  pleas'd  from  age  to  age  proclaim 
The  wonders  of  his  love  ! 

That 
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19, 

That  realms  of  various  tongue  would  fing 

His  a6ts  in  frequent  lays, 
And  yield  to  heav'n's  eternal  King 

The  facrifice  of  praife ! 

20. 
Who  o'er  the  waves  from  fliore  to  fliore 
The  gifts  of  commerce  bear, 
The  Wonders  of  the  deep  explore, 
And  own  that  God  is  there, 

21. 
By  thefe  his  works  are  feen  ;  his  ways 

By  thefe  are  underftood  ; 
He  fpeaks  the  word  ;   the  ftorm  obeys, 

And  rifmg  lifts  the  flood, 

22, 
Now  high  as  heav'n  the  bark  afcends, 

Now  feeks  the  depth  below ; 
Each  heart  beneath  the  terror  bends  ; 

And  melts  with  inward  woe. 


As 
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23- 

As  gorg'd  witli  wine,   in  wild  amaze 

They  reel  from  fide  to  fide  ; 
Nor  hope  furvives,  their  fouls  to  raife, 
Nor  reafon  wakes  to  guide. 

24. 
Diftrefs'd,   to  God  they  make  their  pray'r  ; 

Obedient  to  his  w^ill, 
The  ftorms  that  rag'd  their  rage  forbear, 

The  feas  that  roar'd  are  ftill. 

25. 
Each  grief,   each  fear,   at  once  refign'd, 

They  fee  their  labour  o'er  ; 
Then  led  by  Him  their  haven  find, 

And  touch  the  wifli'd-for  fliore. 

26. 
O  then  that  all  would  blefs  his  name, 

Whofe  mercy  thus  they  prove. 
And  pleas'd  from  age  to  age  proclaim 
The  wonders  of  his  love  ! 

3  L  That 
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27. 
That  Salem  in  her  (licred  fhrine 

His  pralfe  with  thankful  tongue 
Would  utter  ;  while  her  Elders  join 

To  fwell  the  feftal  fong  ! 

28. 
God  bids  ;  and  lo !   a  burning  wafte, 
Where  roll'd  the  floods  before  ; 
And,   touch'd  by  the  defcending  blaft, 
The  fprings  are  feen  no  more. 

29. 
Sad  witnefs  of  fome  dire  offence, 

Behold  the  fertile  foil 
No  more  its  wonted  gifts  difpenfe, 

But  mock  the  Tiller's  toil. 

He  bids  ;  and  o'er  the  defert  wide 
The  liquid  lake  is  fpread  ; 

New  fprings  the  thirfty  earth  divide, 
And  murm'ring  lift  the  head. 


There 
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There  Myriads,   late  with  hunger  wan, 

By  Him  aflembled,   meet ; 
There  pleased  the  future  city  plan, 

And  fix  their  fure  retreat. 

And  now  they  fow  the  foodful  grain. 

The  tender  vine  they  rear ; 
Now  weaves  the  harveft  o'er  the  plain, 

And  plenty  crowns  the  year. 

33- 

Bleft  in  his  care,  the  Sires  with  joy 

A  num'rous  Race  behold  ; 
Nor  dares  difeafe  their  herds  annoy, 
Or  wafte  the  peopled  fold. 

34- 
If  Ifrael,  funk  with  heaviefl:  woe, 

Endure  oppreflion's  pow'r  ; 

If  civil  rage,  or  conquering  Foe, 

Their  boafted  ftrength  devour  ; — 

3  L   2  Though, 
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35- 

Thougli,   bumbled  from  tbeir  ftate,  awbile 

Their  Princes  feel  bis  rod, 
And  wander  o'er  a  barren  foil, 
By  bum  an  ftep  untrod,— 

His  band  affords  tbe  wifn'd  releafe  ; 

Collects  tbeir  fcatter'd  Train  ; 
And  bids  tbem  like  tbe  flocks  increafe, 

Tbat  fill  tbe  verdant  plain. 

37- 
Such  trutbs  bis  Servants  (ball  atteft. 

And,  joyful,   wake  tbe  fong  ; 

Wbile  fbame  tbe  Impious  fliall  invefty 

And  cbain  tbeir  fpeecblefs  tongue* 

38- 

His  works  attentive  wbile  it  fees 

Tbe  beav'n-inflructed  mind 
Sball  own,  bow  equal  bis  decrees, 

His  providence  bow  kind. 

PSALM 


45. 


PSALM     CVIII. 

I. 

Y  heart  is  fix'd,   eternal  Sire  ; 
My  heart  Is  fix'd  ;  to  Thee  afpire 
My  thoughts,   and  didate  to  my  lays 
An  argument  of  endlcfs  praife* 

2. 

To  Thee,   great  God,   my  joyous  tongue 
Preluding  forms  the  grateful  fong  : 
That  tongue,   whofe  higheft  pralfe  fliall  be 
The  pow'r  It  boafts  of  pralfing  Thee. 


Awake,   my  lute,   and  new-ftrung  lyre 
Inftln6l,  myfelf,   with  holy  fire 
I  wake  ;  and  lo,   the  dawning  fun 
Already  hears  the  ftrain  begun. 

4- 
From  me  aflfembllng  Crouds  ihall  burn 

The  triumphs  of  thy  love  to  learn, 


And, 
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And,   rapt  vvitli  zeal,  the  Nations  rounds 
Catch  from  my  lips  the  facred  found. 

Lo  !   to  the  clouds  thy  truth  extends, 
And  heav'ii's  ftupendous  height  tranfcends  ; 
Far  as  to  earth's  extrcmeft  bound 
In  all  thy  works  is  mercy  found. 

6. 

Inthron'd  thyfelf  above  the  fkies, 
O,   bid  thy  fullefl:  glory  rife, 
And  to  the  earth  with  cloudlefs  ray 
The  wonders  of  thy  pow'r  difplay. 

7- 
The  Juft,   bleft  obje6ls  of  thy  love, 

Defend  propitious  from  above  ; 

Let  me  with  them  thy  mercy  (hare, 

And  hear,  O  hear,  my  ceafelefs  prayV. 

8. 

God's  truth  fhall  ne'er  forget  to  guard 
The  promife  by  his  hps  declar'd  ; 


And 
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And  what  th'  almighty  Monarch  wills. 
My  ready  hand  with  joy  fulfils. 

Behold  me  SIchem's  plain  divide  ; 
My  line,   to  Succoth's  vale  applied, 
Its  bound  defcribes  ;  Thee  mine  I  feej 
O  Gilead,  and,  ManalTes,  Thee. 

lO. 

Thou,   Ephraim,   art  my  ftrong  defence  ;. 
Thou,  Judah,   (halt  my  law  difpenfe  ; 
A  different  lot  iliall  Moab  find, 
A  vafe  to  vileft  ufe  afilgn'd. 

II. 

A  doom  hke  his  fliall  Edom  meet^ 
And  wipe  the  duft  from  off  my  feet  ; 
Philiftia  (hall  her  tribute  bring. 
And  own  in  Me  her  future  King. 

12. 

Who,  as  our  Troops  in  clofe  array 
To  Edom's  forts  dired:  their  way, 

Arrn'd 
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Arm'd  with  rcfiftlcfs  ftrength  fliall  bid 
Her  gates  unfold,  her  bolts  recede  ? 

Behold  us,   Lord,  opprefs'd  with  woe, 
As  exil'd  from  thy  care  we  go  ; 
Shall  IfraeFs  Hofts,   thy  aid  withheld. 
Still  unfuccefsful  take  the  field  ? 

14. 
Our  hope,  on  Man  repos'd  in  vain, 
O  let  thy  ftrength,   great  God,   fuftain, 
And  let  us  on  thy  help  reclin'd 
In  Thee  our  firm  Prote6lor  find. 

15. 
Thus  ann'd,  each  adverfe  powV  we  dare, 
And  dauntlefs  meet  the  rufliing  war. 
While  from  thy  fword  our  Foes  retire, 
Or  trampled  in  the  dufl  expire. 


PSALM 
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G 
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I . 
OD  of  my  praife,   thy  filcnce  break  ;- 
Thy  timeheit  aid  my  woes  befpcak, 
While  tongues,   to  falfehood  trahi'd,   prepare 
To  wrap  me  in  the  deathful  fnare. 

2. 

Now  words  of  deepeft  art  they  trv  ; 
Now  hoftile  threats  around  me  Piy ; 
And  Crouds,   inflam'd  with  caufelcfs  raf^e. 
Wars,   fierceft  wars,   agaii^id:  me  wage. 

3- 

While  thus  with  enmity  profefl: 

My  fame  they  wound,  my  peace  moleft ; 
While  ftedfaft  hate  my  love  repays, 
To  Thee  my  foul  inceflant  prays. 

4- 
But  O  !   what  anguifli  rends  my  mind, 

What  keen  regret  !   condemn'd  to  find, 

3  M  As 
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As  gifts  on  gifts  my  hand  beftow,, 
In  each  expe61ed  Friend  a  Foe. 

5- 

On  Him  whofe  heart,  with  mahce  fraught^, 
Againft  my  peace  has  bent  its  thought, 
O  let  thy  juftice,   Lord,  by  me 
Aloud  proclaim  its  fix'd  decree. 

6. 
Arraign'd  at  ftern  oppreffion's  bar, 
Some  dread  Accufer  let  him  fhare, 
That,   planted  on  his  right,   may  fland, 
And  vengeance  from  his  Judge  demand. 

Nor  let  his  deprecation  win 
The  wifh'd-for  pardon  to  his  fin, 
But  witnefs  of  his  guilt  become, 
And  feal,  beyond  reverfe,  his  doom. 

8. 

Let  death's  accelerated  day 

To  worthier  hands  his  charge  convey, 

His 
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His  roof  a  weeping  Widow  fee, 
Her  Orphans  hanging  at  her  knee. 

While  as  from  morn  to  eve  they  roam, 
Some  ruin'd  cell  their  cafual  home 
Let  thefe,   by  pinching  hunger  led, 
Seek  at  the  rich  Man's  gate  their  bread. 

lO. 

The  Sinner's  wealth  let  rapine  fpoil ; 
The  gather'd  harveft  of  his  toil 
Let  fell  extortion's  hand  fiirprlfe, 
While  each  his  woes  unpitying  eyes. 

1 1 . 

And  let  his  Race,   no  fuccour  near, 
Corredled,   leflbn  in  thy  fear 
This  age  ;  and,   one  fucceflion  o'er, 
Be  feen  by  human  eye  no  more. 

I  2. 

Let  what  of  fin  his  Sires  have  done, 
What  guilt  his  Mother's  heart  has  known, 

3  M  2  In 
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Ill  lieav'n  be  noted,   and  their  crime 
Recorded  Hand  to  endlefs  time. 

Let  wrath  and  horror  at  thy  word 
Quick  on  th'  abandon'd  Offspring  pour'd^ 
The  meafure  of  their  fms  fulfiird, 
Their  name  to  jufl:  extlndllon  yield. 

14. 
Lord,   on  the  Wretch  let  vengeance  reft^ 
Who,   when  with  heaviefl:  woes  opprefs'd. 
The  helplefs  Innocent  he  view'd, 
Witli  murth'roiis  hate  his  foul  purfu'd. 

In  curfes,   for  In  them  his  heart 
Delighted,   let  him  bear  his  part, 
Dread  fpedlacle  !   a  Foe  profeft 
To  bleffing,   and  himfelf  unbleft. 

16. 
Himfelf  he  veils  in  curlings  dire, 
That,  fprung  from  hell-enkindled  fire  ; 


Like 


PSALM     CIX.  461 

Like  water  fliall  his  bowels  rend, 
Like  oil  into  his  bones  defcend. 

IT- 
Fail  as  his  vefture  to  his  fide 

Still  let  them  cleave,   by  Thee  applied, 

And,   o'er  his  loins  for  ever  bound. 

In  painful  cin6lure  wTap  him  round. 

18. 
Such  recompcnfe  my  Foe  fhall  claim  ; 
Such  all  who  blaft  with  lies  my  fame  i 
But  let  thy  grace  on  me  beftow'd 
Thy  name  exalt,   immortal  God. 

19. 
Thy  love,   O  Lord,   thy  love  reveal 
And  ftretch  the  hand  my  heart  to  heal, 
That  fainting  pours  th'  inceffant  groan, 
And  for  row's  deepefl:  wounds  has  known, 

20. 
To  life's  lafl:  verge,   Impell'd  by  woe, 
Fafl;  as  the  flitting  fliade  I  go  ; 

Chas'd 
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Chas'd  as  the  lociill  fee  me  roam, 

My  flrength  by  hunger's  force  overcome. 

2  I . 

While  thus  withhi  my  wafted  frame 
Sinks,  half  extinct,   the  vital  flame. 
Reproaching  Foes,   around  me  fpread, 
With  haughtieft  triumph  ftiake  the  head. 

22. 

Tliy  wonted  clemency  beftow ; 

And  give  them,   mightieft  Lord,   to  know, 

Thy  care  ext-ended  to  my  aid, 

Thy  pow'r  in  their  repulfe  difplay'd. 

Though  curs'd  by  them,   yet  blefs  me  Thou ; 
O  teach  their  ftubborn  hearts  to  bow  ; 
And  let  their  rage,  by  Thee  fupprefs'd 
With  grateful  tranfport  fill  my  breaft. 

24. 
On  Each,  who  calls  himfelf  my  Foe, 
Let  fliame  its  thickefl:  mantle  throw ; 


Let 
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Let  black  difgrace  their  name  o'erfpread, 
Who  aim  their  curfes  at  mv  head. 

Wh'le  I,   amid  th'  aflembled  Throng, 
Raife  to  my  God  the  ceafelefs  fong, 
Who,   conftant  at  his  fide,  the  Poor 
From  lawlefs  judgment  fliall  fecure. 


PSALM      ex. 


r. 


^TT^H'  Ahiiighty  Lord,  beneath  whofe  feat 

-*-     The  ftarry  orbs  their  courfe  repeat, 
In  awful  majefty  array'd, 
Thus  to  my  Lord  Melliah— faid — 

2. 
Come  feat  thee  at  my  own  right  hand, 
Till,   at  my  word,  the  hoftile  Band, 
As  low  with  proftrate  necks  they  lie, 
A  footflool  to  thy  fleps  fupply. 


Thy 
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3- 


Thy  God  from  Sion's  lofty  tow'r 
Shall  bid  thee  ftretch  the  rod  of  pow'r  ; 
Vi61orious  o'er  the  rebel  Traui, 
Arife,   and  vindicate  thy  reign. 

Behold  the  long-expecSted  day, 
When  willing  Crouds  their  homage  pay  ; 
To  Thee  their  facred  ofF'ring  bring, 
And  hail  their  Saviour  and  their  King. 

5; 

Thy  future  Offspring  view,   a  birth 

More  num'rous  than  the  dews,   on  earth, 
Beneath  the  twilight's  dubious  gloom, 
Diffus'd  from  morn's  prolific  womb. 

6. 

Th'  irrevocable  oath  is  fworn  ; 
"   My  Beft-belov'd,   my  Eldeft-born, 
''   Charg'd  with  th'  eternal  priefthood  fee, 
^^  And  rank'd,  Melchizedec,  with  thee." 


Thine 
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7- 
Thine  arm  th*  anointed  Prince  fliall  fliield, 

Thou,   Lord,   bcfide  him  tread  the  field, 

While  Kings  fliall  feel  th'  inflicled  wound, 

And  hardieft  Warriors  prefs  the  ground. 

8. 
His  name  the  fubject  world  fliall  awe, 
His  fvvord  to  diftant  lands  give  law  ; 
By  him  their  fcepter'd  Chiefs   are  flain,^ 
And  heaps  of  carnage  load  the  plain. 

9- 

The  flreams,  that  glide  along  the  way, 

Shall  to  his  heart  new  ftrength  convey, 
And  bid  him,  'mid  the  fcene  of  dread^ 
Secure  of  conqueft,  lift  the  head. 


-3  N  PSALM 


4^i 


PSALM     CXI. 

I. 

Y  Soul  with  facred  zeal  infplr'd, 
^  Shall  wake  to  God  the  thankful  ftralnj. 
In  fecret  with  his  Saints  reth*'d, 

And  'midft  fair  Sion's  crouded  fane.  • 

1, 
Great  are  his  works  ;  with  ftudious  aim^ 

Each  faithful  heart  thofe  works  has  traced ; 
His  a6l  iliall  high  eft  honour  claim, 

His  equity  for  ever  laft. 

3- 

His  wonders  to  the  grateful  fenfe 
In  fweet  memorial  ftand  confeft; 

For  boundlefs  grace  his  hands  difpenfe, 
And  tend'refL  pity  warms  his  breaft. 


H 


is 
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4- 
His  love  the  Souls  to  Him  allied 

With  food  of  heav'nly  growth  has  fUl'd  ; 

Nor  fuffers  from  his  thought  to  Aide 

The  promife  to  his  People  feal'd. 

5- 

Thy  pow'r  that  People,   Lord,  have  known, 
Bleft  Heirs  of  Canaan's  fertile  land  ; 

Thy  precepts  truth  and  juftice  own. 
And  bid  thy  deeds  reverfelefs  Hand. 

6. 

Salvation  from  our  God  defcends ; 

His  faith  fliall  Ifrael's  blifs  infure  ; 
Majeftic  awe  his  name  attends, 

And  fandlity  from  blemifh  pure. 

7- 
His  fear  th'  obedient  heart  refines, 

And  wifdom's  path  to  view  difplays<? 

In  brighteft  beams  array'd  it  (hincs, 

And  prompts  each  tongue  with  endlefs  praife. 

3  N  2  PSALM 
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I. 
TTOW  bleft  the  Man,  his  God  who  fears  ! 
Thy  precept,   on  his  thoughts  imprefs'd, 
Eternal  King,   his  fpirit  chears, 

And  peace  prepetual  fills  his  breaft. 

2. 
His  Sons  the  reins  of  pow'r  fliall  hold, 

Tranfmiffive  bleffings  on  their  line 
Be  pour'd;  his  treafures  fwell  with  gold, 

His  righteoufnefs  for  ever  (hine. 

3- 
How^  to  thy  Saints,  juft,   kind,   and  good. 

Has  light  amidll  the  gloom  upfprung  ! 

Their  hands  have  amplefl:  gifts  beftow'd, 

And  fair  dlfcretion  guides  their  tongue. 


Secure 
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4- 
Secure  from  fall  the  Juft  fliall  fland, 

Nor  e'er  from  thy  remembrance  Aide  ; 

No  rumor'd  ills  his  fear  demand, 

Whofe  hopes  in  Thee,  great  God,   refide, 

5- 

Without  a  dread,   thy  ftrength  his  truft, 

He  meets  the  battle  on  its  way, 
Nor  turns,   till  proftratc  in  the  dufh 

His  eyes  the  vaunting  Foe  furvey. 

6. 

Inrich'd  by  what  he  gives,   his  hands. 
Deal  to  the  Sons  of  want  his  bread  ; 

His  innocence  unfulHed  (lands  ; 

And  lafting  honours  crown  his  head. 

7- 
His  blifs  Tranfgrcffors  (liall  behold, 

And  grind  their  teeth,   and  inly  groan, 

Their  impious  toil  by  Thee  controuFd, 

Their  ev'ry  wilh  by  Thee  o'erthrown. 

PSALM 
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1. 

E  faithful  Servants  of  your  God, 
On  Him  be  all  your  praife  beftow'd  ; 
Through  time's  extended  courfe  his  name 
Shall  praife,   and  thanks,   and  homage,   claim, 

2. 
Its  circuit  from  the  eaft  begun, 
To  farthefl:  weft  his  fame  fhall  run, 
His  glory  earth's  wide  realms  o'erflow, 
Nor  higheft  beav'ns  its  limit  know. 

3- 

Great  is  the  Lord,   and  great  his  praife  ; 

What  God  like  Him  our  thoughts  can  raife  ? 
O  whom  to  Him  fhall  Mortals  dare 
To  equal,   whom  to  Him  compare  ? 

He  fits  aloft,   o'er  gods  a  God, 
Eternity  his  dread  abode. 


Y^t 
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Yet  ftoops  to  view,   and,   view'd,  records 
The  fcenes  that  earth's  low  feat  affords. 

5- 
He  from  the  duft  uplifts  .tlie  Poor, 

And  gives  the  Abjefl  and  Obfcure, 

The  dunghill  for  a  throne  exchanged, 

To  fit  with  mightiefl:  Monarchs  rang'd, 

*Tis  His  the  barren  houfe  to  blcfs  ; 
Flis  gift  let  each  the  Babes  confcfs. 
That,  long  to  her  requeft  denied, 
The  joyful  Mother's  care  divide. 


P  S  A  L  M     CXIV. 

r. 
T  T  THEN  Jacob's  Sons  through  paths  unknown. 

^  ^      From  Egypt  took  their  way, 
In  Judah's  Tribe  his  prefence  flione. 
And  Ifrael  own'd  his  fway. 

Old 
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2, 
Old  ocean  faw  them  as  they  came  ; 

He  faw,   and  backward  fled  ; 
Recoiling  Jordan  turn'd  his  ftream, 

And  fought  his  fountain-head. 

3- 

The  mountains  feel  the  fudden  fhock  ; 

As  rams,   from  off  the  ground 
They  fpring  ;   as  younglings  of  the  flock, 
The  hills  aflrighted  bound. 

Thou,   Ocean,   fay,   why,   as  they  came, 

Thy  billows  backward  fled  ; 
And  what,   O  Jordan,   urg'd  thy  ftream, 

To  feek  its  fountain-head  f 

5- 

Ye  mountains,  whence  the  fudden  fliock  ? 

Why  leap  ye  from  the  ground 
As  rams  ?  as  younglings  of  the  flock. 

Say  why,  O  hills,  ye  bound  ? 


Earth, 
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6. 

Earth,   inftant,   to  thy  loweft  bafe 

Convuls'd,   avow  thy  fear, 
While  heav'n's  high  Lord  reveals  his  face, 

While  Jacob's  God  is  near  : 

7- 
Diflblv'd  beneath  whofe  potent  ftroke 

The  flint  a  torrent  gave  ; 

Who  fpake  ;  and  from  the  yielding  rock 

Gufli'd  forth  the  bidden  wave. 

PSALM      CXV. 

I. 

/^  Let  not  us,  thou  God  of  hofts, 
^"^^   O  let  not  us,  with  frantic  boafts, 
The  merit  and  the  glory  claim, 
Due  only  to  thy  hallow'd  name. 

2. 

To  thee,  great  God,  to  Thee  alone, 
Thy  truth  and  grace,  to  Ifrael  known, 

3   O  Shall 
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Shall  cearelefs  honour  yield,   and  raife 
Each  heart  to  love,   each  tongue  to  praife. 

3- 
Why  fliould  the  heathen  Tribes  demand, 

"   Where's  now  the  God  of  Ifrael's  land  ?" 

In  heav'n  our  God  has  fix'd  his  throne, 

That  Lord,   whofe  will  and  uSi  are  one. 

Not  fuch  the  Gods  \\hom  ye  adore. 
That,   once  a  mafs  of  fliapelefs  ore, 
Now  crown'd  with  furtive  honours  ftand. 
The  Creatures  of  the  Artift's  hand. 

5- 

Mouths  have  they,   not  for  fpeech  defign'd ; 
And  ears  and  eyes,   yet  deaf  and  blind; 
Their  noftrils,   as  along  the  fane 
It  breathes,  the  incenfe  greets  in  vain. 

6. 
Their  hands  th'  imprinted  kifs  ne'er  feel, 
While  fuppliant  Crouds  before  them  kneel ; 

Their 
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Their  feet  have  never  flep  elTay'd  ; 
Their  throat  has  never  found  convev'd. 

7- 
Unvifited  by  wifdom's  ray 

Their  breaft  :   nor  lefs  infenfate  thev, 

Who  made  their  mimic  forms,   or,   made, 

With  fruitlefs  pray'r  invoke  their  aid. 

8. 

Ye  happieft  Sons  of  Ifrael's  line, 
Conducted  by  the  h'ght  divine. 
On  God  your  firm  rehance  build  ; 
Him  own  your  refuge,   Ilim  your  fliield. 

9- 

Ye,  who  from  vefted  Aaron  trace 

The  honours  of  your  chofen  Race, 

On  God  your  firm  reliance  build  ; 

Him  own  your  refuge,   Him  your  fliield. 

lO. 

Ye  Souls,  with  pure  devotion  warm^ 
Whofe  lives  to  his  decrees  conform, 

3  O  2  On 
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On  God  your  firm  reliance  build  ; 

Him  own  your  refuge,  Him  your  fhield. 

I  I. 

Behold  God's  beams  around  us  fhine  ; 
He,   Jacob,  he  fhall  blefs  thy  line, 
You,  who  from  vefted  Aaron  trace 
The  honours  of  your  chofen  Race. 

I  2. 

And  You,  with  pure  devotion  warm, 
Whofe  lives  to  his  decrees  conform. 
From  Him,  whofe  hand  the  fceptre  guides. 
To  Him  who  in  the  cot  refides. 

To  You,  to  Yours,  till  time  fhall  end. 
His  love  its  bleffings  fhall  extend. 
Heirs  of  the  changelefs  promife  glv'n 
By  Him  who  form'd  the  earth  and  heav'n  : 

14. 

That  heav'n,  within  whofe  awful  bound 
Himfelf,  with  brighteft  glory  crown'd. 


His 
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His  feat  has  rearM  ;  while  Adam's  Sons 
The  earth  (his  gift)  its  Tenants  owns. 

Not  thofe  whom  death  hath  fnatch'd  away 
The  debt  of  hallow'd  praife  (hall  pay. 
Or  wake  his  w^onders  to  difclofe, 
But  filent  in  the  duft  repofe. 

1 6. 
'Tis  ours,  who  ftlll  thofe  wonders  view. 
The  grateful  labour  to  purfue  ; 
Nor  ever  fhall  our  lips  decline 
To  crown  with  hymns  the  name  divine. 


477 


PSALM      CXVL 

I. 

T  TO  W  glows  with  grateful  love  my  breaft  ! 
-■•  -^  For  God  the  voice  of  my  requeft 
Accepts,  and,  while  my  hands  I  rear, 
Bows  to  my  plaint  the  wilHng  ear  ; 

For 
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For  this,   to  life's  extremefl  hour, 
My  Hps  to  lilm  the  pray'r  (liall  pour. 

2. 

While  death  its  fnarcs  around  me  threw, 
The  grave,   its  horrors  to  my  view 
Prefenting,  prefs'd  with  heavieft  grief, 
From  Thee,  great  God,  I  fought  relief: 
"   O  Hive  me,   heav'nly  Sire,"  I  cried, 
*'   And  turn  th'  impending  ftroke  afide.'' 

3' 

Great  is  our  God,  beyond  all  bound 

His  providence  and  pow'r  are  found ; 
Juft,   good,   and  kind,   is  Ifrael's  Lord, 
His  breaft  with  tend'refl:  pity  ftor'd, 
And  prompt  his  arm,  when  ills  invade. 
The  Guilelefs  and  the  Meek  to  aid, 

God's  mercies,   'midft  thy  deepefl:  woe, 
By  blefl  experience  taught  to  know, 


Turn. 
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Turn,  turn  thee  to  thy  reft,  my  foul ; 
For  He,  who  fits  above  the  pole, 
(Tremendous  name)  has  o'er  thy  head 
The  fulnefs  of  his  bounty  flied. 


5- 


Thou,   mightleft  Father,   thou  wert  nigh, 
To  fave  my  foul  from  death,  mine  eye 
From  tears,   to  guard  from  lapfe  my  feci, 
And  bid  me  In  this  earthly  feat 
(Life's  wide  dominion)   ftill  refide. 
To  Thee  in  filial  fear  allied. 

6. 

To  God  my  heart  refign'd  Its  care, 

To  Him  my  tongue  addrefs'd  its  pray'r; 

While,   ftruck  with  terrors  as  I  ftood, 

A  fea  of  forrows  round  me  flow'd, 

''   No  more,  my  foul,  no  more,"  I  cried, 

''  In  Man's  fallacious  aid  confide." 

7- 
O,  what  requital  at  my  hand 

Shall  mercies,  Lord,  hke  thine,  demand  ? 


By 
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By  Thee  from  each  diftrefs  enlarged, 
The  cup  with  benedi6lion  charg'd 
I  take,   and,   touch'd  with  holy  flame, 
Invoke  my  great  DeHv'rer's  name. 

8. 

Ev'n  now,  before  th'  aflembled  Train, 
Ev'n  now,  within  thy  facred  fane, 
(That  fane,  whofe  walls,   on  firmefl;  bafe 
Uprear'd,  fair  Salem's  confines  grace,) 
Behold  me  at  thine  altar  bow. 
And,  pleas'd,  abfolve  my  offer 'd  vow. 

Who  thy  decrees,  great  God,  obey, 
Secure  on  Thee  their  hope  fhall  flay  ; 
Nor  fraud  nor  rapine's  iron  hand 
Shall  dare  to  touch  the  pious  Band, 
For  facred  is  their  blood,   and  high 
Its  price  in  thy  paternal  eye. 

lO. 

In  me  thy  Servant,  Lord,  in  me 
The  Oifspring  of  thy  Handmaid  fee, 


Releas'd 
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Releas'd  by  Thee,  from  day  to  day 
The  facrifice  of  praife  to  pay 
I  joy,   and,   touch'd  with  holy  flame. 
Invoke  my  great  Deliverer's  name. 

1 1. 

Ev'n  now,   before  th'  affembled  Train, 

Ev'n  now  within  thy  facred  fane, 

(That  fane,   whofe  walls,   on  firmcfl:  bafe 

Uprear'd,   fair  Salem's  confines  grace,) 

Behold  me  at  thine  altar  bow. 

And,  pleas 'd,   abfolve  my  offer'd  vow. 


P  S  A  L  M     CXVII. 

T. 

TT    ET  thy  various  realms,   O  Earth, 
■^""^  Praifes  yield  to  heav'n's  high  Lord  ; 
Praife  him  all  of  human  birth, 
And  his  wondrous  a6ls  record. 

3  P  See 
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2. 

See  his  mercy  o'er  our  land 
Spread  its  ever-healing  wing, 

And  his  truth  through  ages  ftand  : 
Praife,   O  praife,   th'  eternal  King. 

PSALM      CXVIII. 

I. 

I  FT  your  voice,   and  thankful  fing 
Praifes  to  your  heav'nly  King  ; 
For  his  mercies  far  extend, 
And  his  bounty  knows  no  end. 

2. 
Ifrael,   thy  Creator  blefs. 
And  with  joyous  tongue  confefs^ 
That  his  mercies  far  extend, 
And  his  bounty  knows  no  end. 

3- 
Aaron,  let  thy  chofen  Line 

Grateful  in  th'  avowal  join, 


That 
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That  his  mercies  far  extend, 
And  h'.s  bounty  knows  no  end. 

Ye,   who  make  his  will  votir  care, 
With  alTenting  voice  declare, 
That  his  mercies  far  extend. 
And  his  bounty  knows  no  end, 

5- 
To  my  plaint  propitious.   He 

Bade  my  captive  Soul  go  free  ; 

He  fliall  in  my  caufe  appear; 

Let  not  Man  excite  my  fear, 

6. 

He  amid  my  Helpers  ftands ; 

Struck  by  Him,  th'  oppofmg  Bands 

Inftant  from  before  mine  eye 

Back  in  wild  retreat  fliall  fly.  , 

7-" 
O,  how  fafe  the  IMan,   wliofe  mind 

Refts  on  Jacob's  God  reclin'dl 

q   P   2  Safer 
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Safer  far  than  they  who  truft 
On  the  help  of  breathing  dufi:. 

8.. 

O  how  fafe  the  Man,   whofe  mind 
Refts  on  Jacob's  God  rechn'd  ! 
Safer  far  than  they  who  deem 
Kings  on  earth  their  pow'r  fupreme. 

9- 

Gather'd  from  each  diftant  coafi: 

Round  me  prefs'd  th'  embattled  Hofl: ; 

But  my  arm,   by  God  upheld, 

Strew'd  with  flaughter'd  heaps  the  field. 

ID. 

Round  me,  thirfting  for  my  blood, 
Round  me  adverfe  Myriads  flood  ; 
But  my  arm,  by  God  upheld, 
Strew'd  with  flaughter'd  heaps  the  field* 

1 1. 

Round  me,  fee  !  as  bees  they  dwell,. 
Bees,  that,  ifliiing  from  their  cell, 


Mix 
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Mix  in  fvvarms,  and  on  the  wing 
Arm'd  with  fury  onward  fpring. 

I  2. 
See  their  rage  at  once  expire 
Like  the  thorn-enkindled  fire  ; 
While  my  arm,   by  God  upheld, 
Strews  with  flaughter'd  heaps  the  field. 

Soon  thy  ftrokc,   relentlefs  Foe, 
Soon  thy  ftroke  had  laid  me  low. 
Had  not  God's  fupporting  hand 
Bid  my  faultVing  feet  to  ftand. 

14. 
He  my  ftrength,   and  He  my  fong, 
Lo  1   my  days  I  yet  prolong, 
And,   each  hoftile  force  overthrown, 
Him  my  great  falvation  own. 

'5- 

Shouts  of  health  and  hymns  of  praife 
Wifdom's  faithful  Followers  raife, 

While, 
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While,  amid  their  peaceful  feat 
ThiUs  the  ear  their  accents  greet : 

1 6. 

''   O  how  firong  the  hand  divine  ! 
''   O  what  wonders,   Lord,   are  Thine  !*' 
See  that  hand,   from  heav'n  reveal'd, 
Wonders  yet  on  wonders  yield. 

Vaunt  thy  terrors,   death,   no  more  ; 
lie  whom  IfraeFs  Sons  adore. 
He,   each  danger  chasVl  away, 
Bids  me  ftill  his  ad:s  difplay. 

i8. 
He  indulgent,  juft,   and  kind, 
Trials  to  my  lot  affign'd, 
Yet  amidft  the  doubtful  ftrife 
Refcu'd  from  the  fword  my  life. 

19. 

Ope  the  gates  of  righteoufnefs  ; 
Let  my  feet  have  full  accefs  ; 


There 
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There  I'll  praife  my  Saviour's  name, 
And  his  boundlefs  love  proclaim. 

20. 
Here  the  hallow'd  gate  behold  ; 
See  its  valves  at  once  unfold, 
Pleas'd  t'  admit  the  chofen  Train, 
Pure  from  fin's  infectious  ftain. 

21. 
Thee,   the  God  inthron'd  above, 
Thee,  my  lips  fliall  fing,   whofe  love 
To  my  voice  attention  gave. 
Prompt  to  hear,   and  ftrong  to  fave. 

22. 
See  the  ftone,   that,   cafi:  afide 
By  the  Builders'  erring  pride. 
In  the  dome  afTumes  its  place, 
Own'd  the  angle's  nobleft  grace. 

Thou  the  work,   great  God,   haft  wrought ; 
In  its  fcenes  our  wond'ring  thought 

Joys 
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Joys  thy  clemency  to  trace, 
Seal'd  to  Jacob's  favoured  Race. 

24- 
Lit  by  tliy  aiifplcious  ray 
Downward  ftreams  the  wifh'd-for  day, 
Big  with  a61s  that  fliall  fuggefi: 
Endlefs  mirth  to  Ifrael's  breaft. 

Save,   O  fave,   eternal  Lord, 
And  thy  profp'ring  aid  afford  ; 
Bleft  the  Man,   who,   fent  by  God, 
Vifits  Salem's  lov'd  abode. 

26. 
Come,  ye  Saints,  and  in  his  Train 
Tread  with  licens'd  ftep  her  fane, 
While  from  out  her  facred  tow'r 
Bleffings  on  your  head  we  pour. 

27. 
Safe  in  Ifrael's  Lord  confide  ; 
He  is  God,  and  None  befide ; 


See 
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See  his  fav'rlno-  beams  arife 
To  his  People's  longing  eyes. 

28. 
Fair,   and  Innocent  of  fpot, 
Let  the  vidllm  lamb  be  brought, 
And  befide  his  altar  Jftand, 
Fetter'd  in  the  writhen  band. 

29. 

Thee,   my  God,   in  lengthened  lays, 
Thee  my  raptur'd  lips  (hall  pralfe  ; 
Thee,   my  God,  aloud  proclaim, 
Zealous  to  exalt  thy  fame. 

Lift  your  voice,  and  thankful  ling 
Pralfes  to  your  heav'nly  King  ; 
For  his  mercies  far  extend, 
And  his  bounty  knows  no  end. 


3  Q  PSALM 
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PSALM     CXIX. 
A  L  E  P  H. 

I. 

TTOW  bleft,  who  thee,  great  God,  obey, 
-*"  -^  And  ftedfaft  walk  th'  all-perfe61  way  1 
How  bleft,  whofe  hearts  with  will  intire 
Thy  prefence  feek,   Almighty  Sire  ; 
Whofe  feet  thy  guidance  own  ;  whofe  mind 
Has  each  nefarious  a61  declined. 

2. 

Thy  voice  has  charg'd  us  to  fulfil 
The  didates  of  thy  heav'nly  will; 
Such,  Lord,  thy  charge ;  and  O  may  I 
Attentive  to  the  talk  apply, 
Truft  in  thy  aid,   thy  works  record, 
And  mark  the  precepts  of  thy  word. 


My 


PSALM    CXIX.  491 

3- 

My  fteps  conform'd  to  thy  decrees, 

Nor  (liame  nor  dread  my  Soul  fliall  feize  ; 
Thy  precepts  on  my  mind  Imprefs'd 
Shall  fwell  with  joy  my  faithful  breaft, 
Thy  juftice  prompt  my  tongue  to  raife 
The  fong  of  gratitude  and  praife. 

Thy  law  my  love  fhall  claim  :   do  Thou 
Thy  ear  to  my  petition  bow  ; 
O  treat  me  not  with  cold  difdain, 
Let  not  my  vows  return  in  vain, 
Nor  leave  me,  helplefs  and  forlorn, 
The  abfence  of  thy  grace  to  mourn. 

BETH. 

i. 
TTOW,   early  wife,   (hall  Youth,   O  fay, 
-■^  -*•  In  innocence  dire6l  its  way  ? 
Thy  word  its  fteps,  to  Thee  refign'd, 
The  ever  faithful  Guide  fliall  find. 

3   Q   2  Hail, 
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2. 

Hail,  befi:  Inftru6lor  !  Thee  my  thought 
With  full  defire,  great  God,  has  fought ; 
O  let  me  not,  by  error's  fway 
Impell'd,  from  thy  diredlion  ftray. 

Thy  precept,   in  my  breafl:  conceard, 
From  fin's  affault  my  heart  fhall  fhield  ; 
Blefl:  is  thy  name,   eternal  Lord  ! 

0  write  within  my  mind  thy  word : — 

4- 
That  word,   whofe  rules  from  day  to  day 

My  lips  with  grateful  zeal  difplay  ; 

Thefe,  my  beft  wealth,  my  treafur'd  ftore 

1  keep,  and  view  them  o'er  and  o'er. 

Thy  didates  ftill,  my  conflant  joy. 
My  foul's  attention  fhall  employ  ; 
Nor  aught  ihall  from  my  fight  withdraw 
Thy  path,  or  from  my  thought  thy  law. 


GIMEL. 


PSALM    CXIX. 


G  I  M  E  L. 


I. 
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^  I  ^HY  mercy  let  thy  Servant  fee  ; 

-^     Grant  me  to  live  conform'd  to  Thee, 
And  let  my  foul,   each  mlft  away, 
The  wonders  of  thy  law  furvey. 

2. 

Behold  me,   abfent  from  my  home, 
Through  life's  wild  maze  a  Pilgrim  roam, 
Nor  Thou  to  my  defiring  eye 
Thy  word's  diredling  beams  deny. 

3- 

With  ardent  zeal,   with  ftrong  dcfirc. 

My  thoughts  to  thy  decrees  afpire  ; 
With  fervent  hope  thy  paths  I  tread, 

By  mercy  and  by  truth  outfpread. 

# 

O  Thou,   w^hofe  threat  the  Proud  fubducs, 
Whofe  WTath  the  Sinner's  fteps  purfucs, 


My 
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My  foul,   of  each  tranfgrefTion  pure, 
From  fcorn  and  fierce  reproach  fecure. 

While  Princes  with  malignant  aim 
Aflembled  wound  my  honeft  fame, 
My  life,  thy  will  its  fix'd  purfuit. 
Shall  each  opprobrious  tongue  refute. 

6. 

Thy  laws  my  ev'ry  thought  controul, 
While,   fiird  with  facred  joy,   my  foul 
Its  ever  faithful  Friends  in  thefe 
And  Inmates  of  its  counfel  fees. 


L 


D  A  L  E  T  H. 

I. 

O  W  in  the  dufl:  my  Soul  is  laid  ; 
O  reach  me.   Lord,  thy  promised  aid ; 


Thou,  as  my  heart  its  guilt  avow'd, 

Thy  pitying  ear,  great  God,  haft  bow'd  ; 

Let 


X 
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Let  thy  commands  my  footfteps  lead  ; 
O  give  me,   Lord,   thy  paths  to  tread  ; 
And  let  me,   leflbn'd  in  thy  way, 
The  wonders  of  thy  grace  furvey. 

2. 

While  on  my  foul,   that  melts  with  woe, 
That  grace  its  fuccours  fhall  beftow, 
(Such  hope  thy  word  has  bid  me  form  ;} 
Let  me,   with  holy  tranfport  warm. 
And  privilcg'd  thy  law  to  learn. 
From  error's  path  abhorrent  turn  ; 
Averfe  from  each  injurious  art. 
Let  falfehood  from  my  lips  depart. 

3- 

Truth,   Lord,  my  fteady  thoughts  purfue^ 

Thy  judgments  fix'd  before  my  view 
In  full  difplay  :   exempt  from  fliame 
O  give  me  Thou  by  thefe  to  frame 
My  courfe  ;   and  mark  with  what  delight, 
(As  onward  thefe  my  fteps  invite,) 

Its 
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Its  bands  by  Thee  diffolv'd,  my  foul 
Anticipates  the  diftant  goal. 


HE. 

I. 
^EACH  me,   O  teach  me,   Lord,   thy  way; 
So  to  my  life's  remoteft  day. 
By  thy  unerring  precepts  led. 
My  willing  feet  its  Paths  fhall  tread. 

2. 

Inform'd  by  Thee,   with  facred  awe 
My  heart  (hall  meditate  thy  law, 
And,   with  celeftial  wifdom  fiird, 
To  Thee  its  full  obedience  yield. 

Give  me  to  know  thy  words  aright, 
{Thy  words,  my  foul's  fupreme  delight) 
That,  purg'd  from  thirfl:  of  gold,  my  mind 
In  them  its  better  wealth  may  find. 

O  turn 
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O  turn  from  vanity  mine  eye, 
To  me  thy  quick'ning  ftrength  fupply, 
And  with  thy  promised  mercy  chear 
A  heart  devoted  to  thy  fear. 

O  vindicate  my  name  from  wrong, 

And  filence  the  reproachful  tongue  ; 

My  dreaded  fliame,  great  God,   remove  ; 

Thy  judgments,  Lord,  my  thoughts  approve. 

6. 

Thy  wife  commands  my  bread  Inflame ; 
O  hafte,  and  to  my  inmoft  frame 
Permit  thy  juftice  to  difpenfe 
Its  all-reviving  influence. 


3  R  VAU, 


4st  PSALM    CXIX. 

V  A  U. 

1. 

Let  me,  Lord,  thy  mercy  know  ; 

Thy  promls'd  heahh,  great  God,  beftow ; 
So  from  my  foul,   on  Thee  reclin'd, 
Shall  each  reproach  an  anfwer  find. 

2. 

My  truft  thy  judgments,  mightieft  Lord, 
Support ;  O  let  not  then  thy  word 
(Thy  word,  by  truth  eternal  feal'd) 
Be  ever  from  my  hps  withheld  :— 

3- 

That  word  to  life's  extremeft  ftage 

My  juft  remembrance  fliall  engage, 

My  foul  to  thy  decrees  incline, 

And  make  the  paths  of  freedom  mine. 

4- 
The  heav'n-taught  truths  that  warm  my  breaft 

My  tongue  to  Monarchs  fhall  fuggeft, 

And, 
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And,   rapt  with  zeal,   each  check  difclaim 
Of  fervile  dread,   and  Infant  fliame. 

5- 

Thy  diclates,   on  my  thouglits  Imprefs'd, 
With  fvveet  dehght  (hall  fill  my  breaft ; 
Thy  law,  Jehovah,   ftill  fliall  (liare 
My  ardent  love,   my  conftant  care  ;— 

6. 

And  while  from  Thee  with  lifted  hands 
Pleas'd  I  receive  its  jufl  commands, 
My  life,   fubmitted  to  its  rein. 
Shall  fpeak  them  not  received  in  vain. 

Z  A  I  N. 

I. 
'T^HY  promlfes,  almighty  Sire, 

-*"      Accomplifli ;   tliefe  my  hope  infpire  ; 
Thefe,   when  opprefs'd  with  ills  I  lie, 
With  vital  ftrength  my  foul  fupply  ; 

3  R  2  Nor 
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Nor  loud  reproach,  nor  hoflile  fcorn 
My  heart  from  thy  obedience  turn  ; 
Amid  my  woes,   through  ages  pail 
In  long  memorial  backward  trac'd, 
Thy  judgments  have  my  truft  upheld, 
And  forrow's  heavieft  cloud  difpell'd. 

2. 

How  trembles.  Lord,  my  heart  to  fee 
The  Souls  that  err  from  thy  decree  1 
Long  as  within  this  feat  of  clay, 
My  houfe  of  pilgrimage,  1  ftay, 
Thy  ftatutes  are  my  fong  ;  thy  name 
Wakes  in  my  breaft  the  holy  flame, 
•That  heav'n-ward  lifts  my    thoughtful  foul, 
When  night's  dark  (hades  inveft  the  pole  : 
What  hopes,  great  God,  are  mine,  what  joy,  • 
While  thy  commands  my  care  employ  I 


C  H  E  T  H. 
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C  H  E  T  H. 

I. 

1\  /T^  heart's  beft  portion,  Lord,  art  Thou  ; 
J.  T  JL  Yo  Thee  my  thoughts  obedience  vow  ; 
To  Thee  with  ardent  zeal  I  pray  ; 
Thy  promis'd  mercy,  Lord,  difplay. 

2. 

While  back  my  yet  unfinifh'd  race 

With  fcrutiny  fevere  I  trace, 

Thy  law  with  full  delight  I  greet, 

And  turn  to  Thee  my  willing  feet.  [' 

3- 

With  fludious  hafte  I  ran,  I  flew, 

Intent  thy  didlates  to  purfue. 

Nor  thefe  forget,  though  Troops  of  Foes 

Amid  their  fnare  my  fteps  inclofe. 

4- 
Thy  juft  decrees  within  my  breaft 

Revolv'd,  I  quit  my  bed  of  reft, 

And, 
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And,   pleas'd,   at  midnight's  awful  hour, 
In  thanks  to  Thee  my  fpirit  pour. 

5- 
I  mark  where'er  the  Souls  I  find 

To  thy  commands,   great  God,   inchn'd  ; 

I  mark  them,   and  with  fuch  refide 

In  Friendfhip's  ftridefl  bands  ally'd. 

6. 

That  mercy.   Lord,   w^hofe  beams  extend 
Far  as  to  earth's  remoteft  end  ; 
That  mercy  to  my  Soul  impart, 
And  grave  thy  precepts  on  my  heart. 


T  E  T  H. 

I. 

"^  yTY  grateful  heart  thy  love  has  known, 
-^^  -^  O  Thou,  whofe  words  and  deeds  are  one ; 
O  ftill  that  love  impart,  and  ftore 
My  foul  with  thy  celeftial  lore, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  thought  its  full  aflent  refigns 
To  what  thy  facred  will  injolns. 

2. 
In  devious  paths  awhile  I  trod, 
Ere  yet  corrected  by  thy  rod  ;   . 
But  from  thy  juft  and  perfe61  law 
Fair  virtue's  leflbns  now  I  draw, 
And,   difclplln'd,   great  Sire,  by  Thee, 
Obfequlous  bow  to  thy  decree. 

Thy  mercies,   Lord,   exhauftlefs  flow  ; 

O  give  my  Soul  thy  will  to  know  ; 

While  Crouds,   whofe  hearts  my  fear  difclaim. 

With  ftudled  falfehood  blafh  thy  fame, 

Thee,   Lord,  I  feek  ;  by  thy  command, 

My  a6ls,   my  thoughts,   dlre6ted  ftand. 

4- 
Amldft  their  rage,  with  joyful  view 

My  heart  thy  precepts  can  purfue. 

While  folly  theirs  from  truth  withholds, 

And  round  them  wraps  Its  thickefl  folds  ; 

Behold 
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Behold  them,   Lord,   in  error  loft, 
Thy  law  rejed  with  impious  boaft, 

5- 
Bleft  be  thy  hand,   fever ely  kind, 

Whofe  ftroke  recalFd  my  erring  mind, 

And  urg'd  me,   as  to  Thee  I  turn, 

Thy  hallow'd  inftitutes  to  learn, 

And,   taught  their  worth,  to  prize  them  more 

Than  heaps  of  Ophir's  richeft  ore. 


J  O  D. 

1. 

^  I  ^HY  plaftic  art,  throughout  my  frame, 

-■-     Each  limb,  each  nerve,  great  God,  proclaim; 
O  give  me  Thou  with  mind  fincere 
To  learn  th'  inftru61ions  of  thy  fear. 

2. 

So  fhall  the  Souls,  that  fear  who  know, 
With  focial  joy,  my  God,  overflow, 

And 
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And  pleas'd  my  conftant  heart  approve, 
That  waits,  with  them,  thy  phghted  love. 

3- 

Thy  judgments  praife  eternal  claim, 

Wife,  juft,   and  good;   with  friendliefl:  aim 
Thy  faithful  hand  each  woe  I  feel 
Infiicls,   and  wounds  me  but  to  hsal. 

4- 
O  let  thy  promis'd  mercy  (hed 

Its  quick'ning  effluence  on  my  head, 

And  comfort  to  my  foul  inftil. 

That  loves  the  dictates  of  thy  will. 

5- 

Let  (hame  th'  Aggreflbrs  proud  repay, 
Who  feek  my  footfteps  to  betray; 
Thine  aid  I  afk,   eternal  Lord, 
And  treafure  in  my  heart  thy  w^ord. 

6. 

With  me  in  facred  friendfliip  join 
The  Souls  that  to  thy  fear  incline, 

3  S  And 
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And  from  the  well-fprlng  of  thy  law 
Exliauftlefs  ftreams  of  knowledge  draw,. 

O  never  from  my  conftant  heart 
Let  thy  decrees,   great  God,   depart, 
So  iliall  I  thence,  by  Thee  renew'd. 
Guilt,  and  its  offspring  fhame,  exchide. 


CAP  IL 

I. 
TTJEHOLD,  while  wearied  with  delay 
-*^  My  Soul,   my  fight,   confume  away, 
Thy  Servant  o'er  th'  ethereal  plain 
Send  the  long  look,  but  fend  in  vain. 

2. 

O  when,  to  my  expelling  eyes, 
When  fhall  thy  wifli'd  falvation  rife, 
Through  flriiggling  clouds  its  promis'd  ray 
Tranfmit,  and  o'er  me  pour  the  day. 


Faft 
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3' 

Fall:  as  the  vv'ine-exhaufted  hide 

Amid  the  circling  fmoke  is  dried, 
I  wafte  ;  yet  never  from  my  heart 
Shall  thy  commands,  great  God,   depart, 

A. 
How  long  Tnall  I  my  days,   O  fay, 
In  fad  fuccefllon  roU'd  furvey  ; 
How  long  to  haughtieft  infult  yield, 
Thy  vengeance  from  my  Foes  withheld  ? 

The  Proud,   thy  precepts  who  defpife, 
(Thy  precepts.   Lord,   how  juft,  how  wife  !) 
With  caufelefs  rage  their  pits  prepare  ; 
O  hafte,  and  make  my  life  thy  care. 

6. 

How  nigh  had  conquefl:  crown'd  their  aim, 
And  rooted  from  the  earth  my  name  ! 
While  ftill  thy  paths,  eternal  God, 
With  undiverted  ftep  I  trod. 

3   S   2  O  let 
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O  let  thy  mercy  to  my  heart 
Its  hfe-fuftalning  pow'r  Impart ; 
So  (hall  mv  Soul  with  facred  awe. 
And  jufl  obfervance,  hear  thy  law. 


LAMED. 

I. 

li^IX'D  ill  the  heav'ns,   eternal  Lord, 
•^      On  firmeft  bafis  refts  thy  word  ; 
Thy  truth,  unconfcious  of  decay, 
Sees  wailing  ages  roll  away. 

2. 

Pois'd  on  its  centre  by  thy  hand 
Earth  long  has  flood,   and  yet  (hall  ftand  ; 
The  whole  Creation,  ev'ry  hour, 
Subfervient  owns  thy  fov'reign  powV. 


How 
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How  had  I  perifliVi,   'midll:  my  woes, 
But  that  withm  my  bofom  rofe 
The  joys  which  thy  injun6lions  yield, 
And  each  invading  grief  difpell'd  ! 

4- 
O  never,  never,   fhall  my  heart. 

Forgetful,   from  thy  law  depart. 

Which,   inftant,  kindlieft  fuccour  ga\  c, 

And  wrought  my  refcue  from  the  grave. 

5- 

Behold  me.   Lord,   behold  me  Thine  ; 
Thy  ear  to  my  requefl:  incline. 
And  fave  a  Soul  whofe  wakeful  thought 
With  fervent  zeal  thy  truths  has  fought. 

6. 

And  though  with  fecret  art  their  fnare 
The  Impious  for  my  life  prepare. 
Thy  precepts  ftill,   my  conftant  joy, 
My  fix'd  attention  fliall  employ. 

Mine 
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7- 
Mine  eyes  perfection's  limit  fee 

Through  Nature's  works;  but  thy  decree 

No  period,  mightieft  Monarch,  knows, 

Nor  bounds  of  fpace  its  breadth  inclofe. 

M  E  M. 

I. 
'ITH  wdiat  deiire,   great  God,  I  burn 
Thy  facred  oracles  to  learn  1 
Each  day,   each  hour,   with  ftedfafl  mind 
Thy  truths  I  meditate,   and  find 
The  knowledge,   to  my  Foes  denied. 
To  me  in  fullefl;  weight  fupplied. 

2. 

My  Teachers,  while  from  out  thy  law 
The  leffons  of  my  life  I  draw, 
My  guidance  afk;  the  Aged  me 
Their  Elder  in  difcretion  fee, 
As,   onward  led,   w^Ith  fleady  pace 
The  heav'n-appolnted  paths  I  trace. 


O  with 
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O  with  what  zeal  my  bofom  burn'd, 
With  joy  the  heav'nly  precept  learn'd  ! 
How  have  I  kept  my  feet  from  ill, 
Intent  thy  mandate  to  fulfil, 
My  ear  to  difcipline  refign'd, 
Nor  ever  from  its  rules  dcclin'd  I 

4- 

In  full  fiitlety  of  joy 

Abforpt,   thy  words  my  thought  employ, 
And  fvveeter  on  my  palate  dwell 
Than  honey  dropping  from  its  cell  : 
My  Soul,   by  thy  inflru^Hon,   wife^ 
From  error's  path  abhorrent  flies. 

NUN. 

I. 
'T^HY  law,  from  Sinai's  mount  reveal'd, 

-*"      A  lantern  to  my  feet,   fliall  yield 
A  light,   whofe  beams  fhall  o'er  mc  dwell, 
And  night's  incircling  fliades  difpel. 

Thy 
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2. 

Thy  precepts  (thus  my  tongue  has  fworn, 
Nor  aught  my  purpofe,   Lord,   fliall  turn :) 
Thy  precepts,  juft,   and  wife,   and  true, 
My  fteps,  unwearied,  lliall  purfue. 

o 
O* 

Beneath  a  w^eight  of  woes  I  bend ; 
Thy  promised  aid,  my  God,   extend  ; 
My  hps  their  wilhng  off'rings  pay  ; 
Accept  them,   gracious  Lord,   I  pray. 

4- 
Thy  judgments  to  my  longing  eyes 

Difplay  ;   while  dangers  round  me  rife, 

My  Soul  juft  ready  to  refign, 

To  thefe  my  thoughts  I  ftill  incline. 

No  impious  force,  or  hoftile  fnare, 
Shall  alienate  from  thefe  my  care  ; 
Nor  e'er  (hall  fin  my  fteps  betray 
From  thefe  in  devious  paths  to  ftray. 


Thefe, 
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6. 

Thefe,   while  their  worth  my  Soul  inflames, 

Its  lafting  heritage  it  claims, 

And  pleas'd  the  dictates  of  thy  w^ill 

To  life's  laft  period  lliall  fulfil. 

S  A  M  E  C  H. 

I. 

'AR  hence  each  fuperftition  vain, 

Wild  offspring  of  the  human  brain  ; 
The  truths  that  fill  thy  hallow'd  page 
My  happier  choice,   great  God,   engage  ; 
Safe  on  thy  word  my  truft  I  build, 
O  Thou,  my  refuge,   and  my  fiiield. 

2. 

Ye  Impious,   from  my  fight  away  ; 
My  Soul  fliall  God's  behefts  obey  : 
O  ever  faithful  to  thy  word. 
Do  Thou  thy  vital  ftrength  afford  ; 
Thy  help  impart,   eternal  Sire, 
Nor  let  my  hope  in  fiiame  expire. 

3  T  Suftain'd 
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Suflain'd  by  thy  almighty  aid, 
What  danger  fhall  my  Soul  invade  ? 
Nor  error's  cloud,   nor  arts  of  fin. 
My  Soul  from  thy  obedience  win  ; 
In  vain  fhall  thefe  their  force  apply 
To  turn  from  thy  decrees  mine  eye. 

Subverted  by  their  own  deceit. 

And  fpurn'd  beneath  thy  conqu'ring  feet 

Thy  wrath  the  rebel  Tribes  deplore  ; 

Spurn'd,— as  the  drofs,   that  from  the  ore. 

Amid  the  glowing  furnace  caft, 

Is  fever'd  by  the  fiery  blaft. 

5- 

For  this,   with  ardent  love  thy  law 

1  feek  ;  for  this,  while  rev'rent  awe 
And  holy  horror  fliake  my  frame. 
Thy  dreaded  judgments  I  proclaim  ; 
And,   wrapt  in  fear,   mofl:  mighty  Lord, 
Thy  pow'r,  thy  righteoufnefs  record. 


AIN. 


PSALM      CXIX.  515 


A  I  N. 

I. 

T'T  THILE  julllce  o'er  my  life  prefides, 

^  ^      Each  acl,  each  word,  each  purpofe  guides, 
Friend  of  the  GuIUlefs  !   nio-Ji  me  ftand, 
And  fave  me  from  th'  OppreiTor's  hand. 

2. 

O  ftUl  thy  wonted  grace  difclofe  ; 
Still  in  my  quarrel  interpofe 
Thine  arm,   nor  let  my  haughty  Foe 
Exulting,   triumph  in  my  woe. 

My  wafting  eyes  with  earneft  view 
Thy  promis'd  health,   my  God,   purfue  : 
Thy  mercies  to  thy  Servant  (l^ow, 
Give  me  each  heav'n-taught  rule  to  know. 

Behold  me.   Lord,  beho  d  me  Thine, 
And  let  thy  influence  on  me  ftilne, 

3  T  2  Till, 
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Till,   each  illufioii  purg'd  away, 
My  Soul  thy  myftic  truths  furvey. 

5- 

Thy  wife  Injundlions  cafi:  afide, 
The  Sons  of  infolence  and  pride 
With  oft-repeated  crimes  demand 
Th'  unwilling  vengeance  from  thy  hand. 

6. 

Thy  di61ates  on  my  thought  imprefs'd 
With  fweet  delight  iliall  fill  my  breaft  ; 
Not  gold  like  thefe  my  love  fliall  claim, 
Gold  fev'n  times  tortur'd  in  the  flame. 

7- 
Thefe,  Lord,  I  keep,  thy  works  record. 

And  mark  the  precepts  of  thy  word, 

Truft  in  thine  aid,   and,   fix'd,   decree 

To  fhun  each  path  that  leads  from  Thee. 


PE. 
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P  E. 


I. 

/^\  How  the  wonders  of  thy  law 
^^^^   My  heart  to  juft  obedience  awe  ! 
What  ftreams  of  purcft  knowledge  yield 
Thy  words  in  full  difplay  revcal'd  ! 
By  thefe  the  Souls  untaught  before 
To  heights  of  heav'nly  fcience  foar. 

2. 
With  earneft  zeal,   and  anxious  thoutrht 
Thy  words  my  panting  bofom  fought  ; 
With  thirft,   with  facred  thirfl  I  burn'd  ; 
To  thefe  my  op'ning  mouth  I  turn'd, 
And  from  thy  precept  wife  and  true 
Its  life-imparting  fpirit  drew. 

3- 

What  grace  thy  Saints  are  blefl  to  know, 

That  grace  on  me,   great  God,   beftow  ; 
Thy  di6lates  to  my  Soul  convey, 
And  level  to  my  fteps  thy  w^ay  ; 


Redeem 
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Redeem  from  error^s  growth  my  mind, 
Nor  leave  one  baleful  root  behind. 

O  fave  me  from  oppreffion's  hand ; 

So  fliall  my  Soul  thy  wife  command 

Obferve,   and,  lefTon'd  in  thy  fear, 

The  precepts  of  thy  laws  revere  ; 

Indulgent  on  thy  Servant  fliine, 

And  make  the  paths  of  knowledge  mine. 

My  tears,   great  God,  my  zeal  difclofe, 

And  down  the  copious  torrent  flows, 

As  oft,   with  inward  anguifh  torn, 

Thy  violated  laws  I  mourn, 

By  guilty  Souls,  whofe  love  of  ill 

To  raih  tranfgreflion  prompts  their  will. 


TSADDI. 
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T  S  A  D  D  L 

I. 
T  TAIL,    Arbiter  fupreme  !   thy  will 
-■-  -■•  Truth,   equity,   and  juftice  feal ; 
Truth,  juftlce,   equity,   thy  voice 
Prefcribes  to  favoured  IfraeFs  choice  ; 
Thefe  while  my  Foe  prefumptuous  fpurns. 
With  zeal  confum'd  my  bofom  burns. 

2. 
O  how  thy  precepts,   in  the  fire 
Long  prov'd,   thy  Servant's  love  infplre ! 
To  indigence  and  fcorn  refign'd, 
Thefe  ftill  I  feek  with  ftudious  mind ; 
Nor  ceafe  with  conftant  thought  to  trace 
The  a6ls  of  thy  ftupendous  grace. 

Eternal  re6litude  is  Thine  ; 
Truth  to  thy  laws  adjufts  its  line  ; 


Thy 
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Thy  laws,  my  Sours  bcfl  comfort  found, 
When  pains  and  forrows  wrapt  me  round  : 
Thy  juft  decrees  ihall  time  furvive  ; 
Them  teach  me,  and  my  Soul  fliall  live. 

K  O  P  IT 

I. 

Maker,   Guide,   and  Judge  of  All  1 
With  earnefl:  voice  to  Thee  I  call; 
To  Thee  I  call ;  propitious  hear  ; 
So  fhall  the  precepts  of  thy  fear 
My  Soul  inform,   and.   Thou  my  aid, 
My  ev'ry  a6l  by  thefe  be  fway'd, 

2. 

Ere  yet  the  dawn  has  ftreak'd  the  fky, 

God  of  my  life,   to  Thee  I  cry  ; 

My  hope  (nor  fliall  that  hope  be  vain,) 

Thy  facred  promifes  fuftain  : 

On  thy  decrees,   great  God,   intent, 

My  thoughts  the  early  watch  prevent. 


Olet 
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3- 
O  let  thy  mercy,   while  I  pray, 

My  night  ilkimine,   guide  my  day, 

Thy  word  within  my  inmoft  frame 

Awake  the  ever-living  flame, 

And,   inftant,   to  my  breaft  difpenfc 

Its  all-reviving  influence. 

Behold  a  Croud,   from  Thee  eftrang'd, 

In  dire  alliance  near  me  rang'd  ; 

But  Thou,   my  God,   art  nearer  ftill ; 

My  foul  the  di6lates  of  thy  will 

Fix'd  on  eternal  bafe  has  view'd, 

And  owns  them  wife,  and  juft,  and  good. 


3  U  RESH. 
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R  E  S  H. 

I. 
TOEHOLD  my  griefs  ;  my  foul  preferve  ; 
'^^^  For  ne'er  from  thy  dIre611ons  fwerve 
My  thoughts  :   do  Thou  my  caufe  defend  ; 
O  let  thy  word  its  aid  extend.  . 

2. 

In  vain  thy  grace  the  Souls  would  heal, 

Whofe  crimes  their  juft  rejcdlion  feal ; 

Who,   bold  each  impious  deed  to  try,. 
Thy  laws  oppofe,   thy  pow'r  defy. 

3-  ■ 
O  let  thy  mercy,   Lord,    (how  great 

That  mercy  !)   on  thy  Servant  wait, 

Its  beams  in  full  effufion  give. 

And  teach  my  fainting  heart  to  live. 

4- 
While  hoftile  Crouds  around  me  ftand, 

^ly  fteps  I  guide  by  thy  command 

;  ;,  '.•  y.  2.  '  Unvarying, 
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Unvarying,   and  Indignant  fee 

The  Souls,   whofe  will  has  err'd  from  Thee. 

.5- 

Behold  what  love,   what  full  delight, 
Thy  precepts  In  my  breaft  excite, 
And  let  thy  favour  o'er  my  head 
Its  vital  pow'r  Inceflant  (hed. 

6. 
With  truth  thy  word,   great  God,   was  crown'd, 
Ere  time  began  Its  reftlefs  round  ; 
Thy  laws  through  length  of  days  extend, 
Firft,   mldft,   and  laft,   and  without  end. 


S  C  H  I  N. 

I. 
XXTIIILE  princely  powV,   without  a  caufe, 

^  ^      The  threatening  fword  agalnfl:  me  draws, 
My  mind,   to  thy  commands  applied. 
Them  fears,  nor  owns  a  fear  befide. 

3   ^^    ^  My 
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2. 

My  heart  with  fecret  tranfport  fwells, 
While  ftudioiis  on  thv  word  it  dwells  : 
Nor  wealthiefi:  fpoils  fuch  joy  beftow, 
New  wrefted  from  the  proftrate  Foe. 

To  lies  averfe,   thy  laws  I  love  ; 
Thy  jufl:  decrees  my  thoughts  approve  ; 
And  fev'n  times,   each  revolving  day, 
To  Thee  my  grateful  vows  I  pay. 

Great  is  the  peace  prepar'd  for  All, 
Whofe  willing  feet  obey  thy  call ; 
Great  is  the  peace  for  fuch  prepar'd, 
Nor  aught  their  footfteps  fhall  retard. 

Thy  health,   my  God,  I  wait,   thy  will 
With  unremittted  zeal  fulfil, 
And  wrapt  in  love  and  filial  fear 
The  heav'n-defcended  truth  revere. 


Thv 
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6. 

Thy  truths  my  Soul  reveres  ;   each  day, 
Thy  wife  inilrudions  I  obey, 
Afllir'd  that  to  thy  fearchliig  eyes 
My  hfe's  whole  path  confplcuous  lies. 

T  A  U. 

I. 

OLet  my  cries  thy  heav'nly  feat 
Approach  ;   my  prayV  indulgent  meet, 
And  givx  (for  on  thy  word  relies 
My  hope  ;)   O  give  me  to  be  wife. 

2. 

Behold,  for  mercy  lives  in  Thee; 
Behold  me  fuppliant  bend  the  knee, 
And  let  thy  promised  aid  difpel 
The  clouds  of  grief  that  o'er  me  dwell. 

3- 

Thy  facred  precepts  taught  to  know, 

How  fliall  my  lips,  great  God,  o'erflow 

With 


536  PSALM    CXIX, 

With  praifc,   and,   touched  with  holy  flame, 
The  juflice  of  thy  laws  procianii ! 

While  pleas'd  I  bow  to  thy  command, 
Reach,   in  my  refcue,   reach  thy  hand  ; 
Do  Thou,   whofe  di6lates  warm  my  heart. 
Thy  long-expe6Led  health  impart. 

O  let  my  foul,  to  life  reftor'd, 

Thy  love  in  lafting  hymns  record, 

While  o'er  my  head  its  beams  (hall  fhine, 

And  make  thy  great  falvation  mine.  -  - 

6. 

Thine  eyes  In  me  the  fheep  behold, 
Whofe  feet  have  wander'd  from  the  fold, 
That,  guidelefs,  helplefs,   ftrlves  in  vain 
To  find  Its  fafe  retreat  again  ; — 

•7- 
Now  llflens,  if  perchance  its  ear  ■   . 

The  Shepherd  s  well-known  voice  raay  hear, 

Now. 
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Now,  as  the  tempefts  round  It  blow, 
In  plaintive  accent  vents  its  woe. 

■  8. 

Great  Ruler  of  this  earthly  ball. 
Do  Thou  my  erring  fteps  recall ; 
O  feek  thou  Him,   who  Thee  has  fought. 
Nor  turns  from  thv  decrees  his  thouo;ht. 


P  S  A  L  M      CXX. 

I . 

^  I  ^O  God  I  cried,   with  anguKh  ftung, 

-*-      Nor  form'd  a  frultlefs  pray'r  ; 
O  fave  me  from  die  lying  tongue, 
And  lips,  that  would  infnare. 

2. 
Thou  Child  of  guilt,   to  fa.fchood  bred. 

Say,   what  fliall  be  thine  end  ? 
See  kceneft  arrows  o'er  thy  head, 

And  quenchlefs  coals,   impend. 


Ah! 
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3- 

Ah  !   woe  is  me,  to  Mefech's  feat 

And  Kedar's  tents  confin'd ;  • 
perpetual  infult  doom'd  to  meet 
From  Men  of  reftlefs  mind. 

When  offers  mild  of  peace  I  make, 
And  friendlieft  terms  prepare, 

My  words  their  flumb'ring  rage  awake. 
And  arm  them  for  the  war. 


PSALM     CXXI. 

1. 

T    O  !  from  the  hills  my  help  defcends  ; 
"*^^  To  Them  I  lift  mine  eyes  ; 
My  ftrength  on  Him  alone  depends, 
Who  form'd  the  earth  and  Ikies. 


He, 
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2. 

He,   ever  watchful,   ever  nigh, 
Forbids  my  feet  to  Aide  ; 

Nor  fleep  nor  flumber  feals  the  eye 
Of  IfraePs  Guard  and  Guide. 

3- 
He  at  thy  hand,   array'd  in  might, 

His  (liield  (hall  o'er  Thee  fpread  ; 

Nor  fun  by  day,   nor  moon  by  night, 

Shall  hurt  thy  favour'd  head. 

Safe  flialt  thou  go,   and  fafe  return. 
While  He  thy  life  defends, 

Whofe  eyes  thy  ev'ry  ftep  difccrn, 
Whofe  mercy  never  ends. 


3  X  PSALM 
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I. 
^  I^HE  feftal  morn,  my  God,  is  come, 
■*-     That  calls  mc  to  thy  honour'd  dome, 
Thy  prefence  to  adore  ; 
My  feet  the  fummons  (hall  attend, 
With  willing  ftep  thy  courts  afcend, 
And  tread  the  hallow'd  floor. 

2. 

Ev'n  now  to  our  tranfported  eyes 
Fair  Slon's  tow'rs  in  profpe6l  rife  ; 

Within  her  gates  we  ftand. 
And,   loft  in  wonder  and  delight. 
Behold  her  happy  Sons  unite 

In  friendfhip's  firmefl:  band. 


Hither 


P 
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3- 
Hither  from  Judah's  utmofl:  end 

The  heav'n-protc61ed  Tribes  afcend  ; 

Their  ofFVings  hither  bring 
Here,   eager  to  attefl  their  joy, 
In  hymns  of  praife  their  tongues  employ. 

And  hail  th'  immortal  Kino-. 

4- 
By  his  command  imipell'd,   to  her 

Contending  Crouds  tlieir  caufc  refer  ; 

While  Princes  from  her  tlirone 
With  equal  doom  th'  unerring  law 
Difpenfe,  who  boaft  their  birth  to  draw 

From  Jefle's  favoured  Son. 

5- 

Be  peace  by  each  implor'd  on  Thee, 
O  Salem,   while  with  bended  knee 

To  Jacob's  God  we  pray  : 
How  bleft,   who  calls  himfelf  thv  Friend  ! 
Succefs  his  labour  (liall  attend, 

And  fafety  guard  his  way. 

3X2  O  may 'ft 
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6. 

O  may'li  thou,   free  from  lioftlle  fear. 
Nor  the  loud  voice  of  tumult  hear, 

Nor  war's  wild  waftes  deplore  : 
May  plenty  nigh  thee  take  her  ftand, 
And  In  thy  courts  with  lavldi  haiid 

Diftributc  all  her  iiore  ! 

7- 
Seat  of  my  Friends  and  Brethren,   hail 

How  can  my  tongue,   O  Salem,   fail 

To  blefs  thy  lov'd  abode  ? 
How  ceafe  the  zeal  that  in  me  o^lows 
Thy  good  to  feek,   whofe  walls  inclofe 

The  manfion  of  my  God  ? 


PSALM 
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I. 

'  I  ^O  Thee,   above  the  ftarry  fpheres 

-■-      Inthron'd,   his  look  thy  SiippHant  rears  ; 
As  tow'rds  their  Lord  the  menial  Band, 
As  Maidens  tow'rds  their  Miftrefs'  hand 
Obfervant  call:  th'  cxpe61ing  eye, 
So  lift  we  ours,   great  God,   on  high, 
Till  thou  thy  mercy  flialt  difplay, 
And  chafe  thefe  clouds  of  grief  away. 

2. 

Enough  thy  People,   Lord,   have  borne 

Of  infult  keen,   and  hoftile  fcorn  ; 

O  let  thy  clemency  divine 

Confpicuous  in  our  refcue  fhine. 

And  hear,   in  pity  hear,   the  fighs 

From  our  full  hearts  inceffant  rife, 

While,   round  us  rang'd,   the  Sons  of  pride 

Our  name  revile,  our  woes  deride. 

PSALM 
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PSALM      CXXIV. 

I. 

T  TAD  God  abandoned  from  his  care 

^        Our  caufe,  when  adverfe  Hofts  to  war 

Uprofe  ;  had  God,   may  Ifrael  fay, 

Our  caufe  abandoned,   in  the  day 

When  o'er  the  plain  their  Troops  were  pour'd, 

Our  Tribes  their  fury  had  devour'd  ;— 

2. 

Down  we  had  funk  ;   and  o'er  our  head 
The  fwclling  floods  their  waves  had  fpread ; 
Down  we  had  funk  ;  but  bleft  be  God, 
Whofe  arm  the  timely  help  beftow'd. 
And,   each  Invader  chas'd  away, 
Snatch'd  from  their  jaws  th'  expeded  prey. 

3- 
See  !   as  the  bird  with  fudden  fpring 

Exulting  mounts  upon  the  wing, 

Juft 
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Jufl:  refcu'd  from  the  Fowler's  art, 
So  triumph  We,  with  thankful  heart, 
And,   fav'd  by  his  preventhig  care, 
Shake  from  our  feet  the  broken  fnare. 

4- 
When  woes,   when  dangers  round  us  rife, 

On  Him  alone  our  hope  relies, 

To  Him  our  liberty  we  owe, 

And  own  his  ftrength  againll  the  Foe, 

Whofe  hand  thy  centre  fix'd,   O  earth, 

And  oravc  th'  enduring  heav'ns  their  birth. 


PSALM      CXXV. 

I. 
^  I  ^HEY,   who  with  holy  confidence, 

-*-     Truft  in  the  Lord  for  their  defence. 
Secured  by  his  prote61ing  hand, 
Shall  ftedfaft  as  Mount  Sion  ftand. 
That,   proof  to  ages,  meets  the  fkies, 
And,   fix'd,  each  adverfe  fliock  defies. 


Behold 
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2. 

Behold  fair  Salem's  hallow'd  ground, 
By  fliadowing  hills  eiicompafs'd  round  ; 
Thy  prefence  thus,  great  God,  we  trace 
Incircling  Jacob's  chofen  Race  ; 
Nor  diftant  times  (hall  fee  thy  love 
Its  bleffings  from  thy  Saints  remove. 

Ne'er  on  the  lot  by  thefe  pofTefs'd 
Shall  impious  pow'r  its  fceptre  reft ; 
Left  fm,   eftabhfti'd  into  law, 
Their  hearts  from  thy  obedience  draw  : 
O  ftill  our  Guardian,   ftill  ou-r  Friend, 
Thy  mercies  to  the  juft  extend  ; 

4* 
While  All,  whofe  heart  from  wifdom's  way 

Through  paths  perverfe  has  lov'd  to  ftray, 

In  fuff''rings,  as  in  guilt,  allied. 

Shall  fee  the  peace,  to  them  denied, 

The  fulnefs  of  its  influence  flied 

On  happier  Ifrael's  favour'd  head. 

PSALM 
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I. 

TS  this  a  dream  ?  amaz'd  we  cried, 
-*-   When,  led  by  their  celeftial  Guide, 
Fair  Sion's  captive  Tribes  again 
Beheld  her  late  deferted  plain  ; 
Then  forth  to  laughter  burli  each  tongue,' 
And  fono-s  of  loudeft  triumph  funo-. 

2. 

The  Nations  rcamd,   with  fecret  awe, 

1  he  mighty  work  admiring  faw  ; 

And,    *'    Great  (they  cried)  the  gift  beftow'd 

"-   On  thefe,   the  favoured  of  their  God  !" 

''   O,   great  the  gift  !"   Our  hearts  rejoin,  ^ 

And  joyful  blefs  the  hand  divine. 

Let  thofe,   whofe  exile  ftill  we  mourn, 
Beneath  thy  conduct:,   Lord,   return, 
Fafl:  as  the  copious  torrents  glide, 
When,   to  its  vacant  bed  their  tide 

3   Y  Rcftoring, 
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Reftorlng,   o'er  the  waftes  they  run, 
That  burn  beneath  the  fouthern  fun. 

Let  fcenes  of  hope  our  thought  employ; 
Who  fow  in  tears,   fliall  reap  in  joy  ; 
The  weeping  hind,  whofe  dubious  hand 
Now  ftrews  with  grain  the  furrow'd  land, 
Shall  homeward  foon  exulting  bear 
The  bleffings  of  the  loaded  year. 

PSALM     CXXVII. 

I. 
\    Race  by  God  unblefl:  who  rear, 
-^  -^  A  fruitlefs  toil  fuftain  : 
If  God  to  (hield  the  town  forbear, 
The  Watchman  wakes  in  vain. 

2. 
Why  rife  ye  early,  late  take  reft. 

And  eat  the  bread  of  care  ? 
The  balm  of  fleep,  his  gift  confeft, 

His  Children  only  (hare. 


Know 
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Know  too  thy  Sons,   that  round  thee  fland, 

A  gift  by  Him  prepar'd  ; 
Nor  arrows  in  the  Giant's  hand 

Can  yield  fo  fure  a  guard. 

4- 
Bleft,   wlio  h.is  quiver  ftores  with  thefe  ; 

When  lioliile  Troops  are  near, 

His  gate  tlie  ftorm  approaehhig  fees, 

Yet  fees  without  a  fear. 

PSALM      CXXVIII. 

I. 

HOW  bleft  the  Souls,   their  God  who  fear, 
His  pow'r  confefs,   his  law  revere  ! 
Who  ftedfafi  walk  th'  all-perfecl:  way, 
Nor  loll  in  paths  of  folly  ftray. 

2. 

O  happv  Thou  !   ordain'd  to  fliare 
Thy  Maker's  ever  conftant  care  ; 

3   Y   2  Thou 
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Thou  privileged  from  want  fhalt  ftand. 
And  eat  the  labour  of  thy  hand. 

The  obje6t  of  thy  wedded  love 
Prolific  as  the  vine  fhall  prove, 
Whofe  foliage  o'er  thy  walls  difplay'd 
Spreads  wide  its  amicable  fhade: — 

4- 
While,   as  the  olive-branches  fair, 

Around  thy  board  thy  infant  care 

Shall  croud,   and  bid  thy  heart  o'erflow 

With  joys,  that  only  Parents  know. 

Such  blefllngs.   Lord,   thy  hands  provide 
For  All,  who  make  thy  fear  their  guide, 
And  ftedfaft  walk  th'  all-perfedl  way, 
Nor  loft  in  paths  of  folly  itray. 

6. 
Hail,  favour'd  Man !   From  Sioux's  tow'r 
Thy  God  on  Thee  his  gifts  fhail  fliow'r ; 

Thou, 
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Thou,   thankful,  to  thy  lateft  day 
Shalt  Salem's  profp'ring  ftate  furvey. 

7- 
With  lengthen'd  joy,   thme  aged  eyes 

Shall  fee  thy  Children's  Children  rife, 

And  peace  her  healing  wings  expand 

O'er  Judah's  heav'n-diflinguifh'd  land. 


PSALM      CXXIX. 

I. 
^^FT  from  my  Youth,   may  Ifrael  fay, 
^^^   Oft  from  my  Youth,  in  clofe  array 
Againfl:  me  rang'd,   the  hoftile  Train 
My  ruin  fought,   but  fought  in  vain. 

2. 
My  back  with  ftripes  the  Ploughers  tore  ; 
The  lengthen'd  furrows  ftream'd  with  gore  ; 
But  Thou,  juft  God,   haft  burfl:  their  bands, 
And  fav'd  me  from  their  ruthlefs  hands. 


Back 
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3- 

Back  let  them  fly  in  wild  retreat, 

Whofe  rage  fair  Sion's  hallow'd  feat 
Purfues  :   let  fhame  their  guilt  repay  ; 
And  let  them  like  the  grafs  decays— 

4. 
That,  on  the  houfe-top  feen  to  rife, 
Stops  in  mid  growth,   and  fades,   and  dies  ; 
Nor  fills  the  Mower's  hand,   nor  gives 
One  grafp  to  him,  who  binds  the  flieaves  ; — 

5- 

Nor  prompts  th'  obfcrving  PalTenger 
To  greet  them  with  this  friendly  pray'r  ; 
*'   Alay  heav'n's  high  Lord  your  labours  blefs, 
"   And  crown  them  with  the  wifh'd  fuccefs  V 
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PSALM      CXXX. 

1. 

^  I  ^O  Thee  from  out  the  deeps  I  pray, 

-*•      With  heaviefl:  woes  opprefs'd  ; 
Lord,   let  thine  ears  attentive  weigh 
The  voice  of  my  rcqueft. 

2. 

If  from  the  Sons  of  human  birtli 
Thy  wrath  its  debt  demand, 

O  who,   throughout  the  peopled  earth, 
Beneath  that  wrath  fliall  ftand  ? 

3- 

But  fin's  worfl  wounds  thy  mercy  heals  ; 

As  down  its  pow'rs  defccnd. 
The  grateful  Soul  tlieir  influence  feels, 
And  trembles  to  offend. 


Thee, 
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Thee,  Lord,  I  feek,  the  wife,  the  juft  ; 

My  Soul,  by  Thee  upheld,  - 

Expedant  waits  (thy  word  its  truft) 

Till  Thou  thy  beams  fhalt  yield. 

5- 

Not  thus  intent  their  longing  fight 
The  wearied  Watchmen  rear, 

Not  thus  intent  the  growing  light 
Obferve,   when  morn  is  near. 

6. 

O  trufl  in  God  ;  for  love  in  Him, 

And  grace  abundant  reign  ; 
He,  Jacob,  (hall  thy  Sons  redeem, 

And  purge  their  ev'ry  ftain. 


'% 
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PSALM      CXXXI. 

I. 
^  I  ^HINE  eyes,  my  God,  nor  lofty  mind 

"*"  Nor  haughty  look  in  me  fliall  find, 
Nor  earth's  vain  pomp  attracts  my  view. 
Nor  honour's  prize  my  thoughts  purfue. 

2. 

Behold  me  of  afFedlions  mild, 
Behold  me  humble  as  the  Child, 
That  meek  and  filent  finks  to  reft, 
Wean'd  from  the  tender  Parent's  breaft. 

3- 

O,  fonder  than  that  parent,   fee 

Thy  Maker,  Ifrael,   cherifli  thee  : 

To  lateft  times  on  Him  depend, 

Thy  Guide,  thy  Guardian,  and  thy  Friend. 


3  Z  PSALM 


PSALM     CXXXIL 

I. 

/^  RE  AT  Ruler  of  this  earthly  ball, 
^^    Thy  David  to  thy  thought  recall ; 
O  hear  my  voice,  all-potent  Sire, 
Nor  diftant  from  the  pray'r  retire. 

2. 

O  think  what  pangs  his  bofom  tore. 
When  to  his  God  the  oath  he  fwore, 
And  thus,  with  various  prefllires  bow'd. 
To  Jacob's  Lord  a  manfion  vow'd. 

3- 

Be  witnefs,  if  my  floor  I  tread, 

Be  witnefs,  if  my  couch  I  fpread. 
If  fleep  thefe  weary  orbs  fliall  feal, 
Or  {lumber  o'er  mine  eye-lids  fteal,--- - 

4- 
Till  to  my  fearch  fair  Judah's  land 

Some  place  prefent,  whereon  may  ftand, 

Through 
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Through  future  age,  thy  fix'd  abode, 
The  feat  of  Jacob's  mighty  God. 

5- 

To  Thee,   O  Ephrata,  we  came, 
Inquifitive,   and,   led  by  fame, 
The  hallowed  tabernacle  found 
Within  the  foreft's  ample  bound, 

6. 

Behold  us.   Lord,   with  willing  feet 
The  manfion  of  thy  prefence  greet, 
(Each  heart  inflam'd  with  grateful  zeal,) 
And  proftrate  at  thy  footftool  kneel. 

7- 
Rife,   IfraeFs  Father,   God,   and  Friend ; 

Pleas'd  to  thy  place  of  reft  afcend. 

Thou  and  thine  ark,  tremendous  fhrlne 

Of  Majefty  and  pow'r  divine. 

8. 
While  righteoufnefs  thy  Priefts  arrays, 
O  let  thy  Saints  their  thankful  lays 

3  Z  2  Prolong  ; 
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Prolong  ;  and  in  thy  David's  name 
Let  Judah's  King  thy  favour  claim. 

Thus  to  the  Prince  of  Jefle  born 
God  the  reverfelefs  oath  has  fworn  ; 
Thy  throne,   protedled  by  my  care, 
The  Offspring  of  thy  loins  fliall  heir. 

I  o. 
Through  diftant  times  their  hallow'd  Line, 
Long  as  to  me  their  hearts  incline. 
My  compadt  keep,  my  laws  obey. 
Shall,   uncontroul'd,   extend  their  fway. 

1 1. 

Thy  walls,  O  Sion,  to  thy  Lord 
His  deftin'd  refidence  afford  ; 
Here  will  I  reft,  nor  e'er  my  love 
From  thy  diftinguifh'd  feat  remove. 

.12. 

Thy  plenteous  board  my  hand  fhall  fpread, 
Diftribute  to  thy  Poor  their  bread, 

Thy 
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Thy  Priefts  with  laftlng  health  inveft, 
And  wake  to  mirth  each  faithful  breafl:. 

Amid  thy  Race,   O  David,  here. 
Salvation  fhall  her  ftandard  rear, 
While  copious  on  th'  anointed  head 
The  heav'nly  lamp  its  beams  fhall  ihed. 

14. 
Thy  Foes  with  fhame  invelop'd  o'er, 
Their  blafted  counfcls  fliall  deplore, 
And  fee  the  crown,   that  binds  thy  brow, 
With  unextinguifh'd  fplendors  glow. 

PSALM     CXXXIII. 

I. 
TTOW  bleft  the  fight,  the  joy  how  fweet, 
-■*  -*•  When  Brothers,  joln'd  with  Brothers,  meet 

In  bands  of  mutual  love  ! 
Lefs  fweet  the  liquid  fragrance,   flied 
On  Aaron's  confecrated  head. 
Ran  trickling  from  above,— 

And 
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And  reached  his  beard,  and  reach'd  his  veil: : 
Lefs  fvveet  the  dews  on  Hermon's  breaft, 

Or  Sion's  hill  defcend  : 
That  hill  has  God  with  bleffinors  crown'd. 
There  promised  grace,  that  knows  no  bound. 

And  life  that  knows  no  end. 


PSALM     CXXXIV. 

I. 
XT^E  Servants  of  th'  eternal  King, 
-■^     Your  grateful  hymns  triumphant  fing  ; 
To  you  I  call,  the  chofen  Band, 
Who  take  amid  his  courts  your  ftand, 
While,  gliding  round  the  dufky  pole 
The  ftarry  orbs  in  filence  roll, 

2. 

Within  his  temple's  vaulted  frame, 
With  lifted  hands,  his  praife  proclaim ; 


A4id 
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And  He,  may  He,  whofe  pow'r  has  made 
The  earth,  and  heav'n's  wide  arch  difplay'd, 
From  facred  Sion  bid  Thee  prove 
The  bleffings  of  his  boundlefs  love  ! 


PSALM     CXXXV. 

I. 
'VT'E  faithful  Servants  of  your  God, 

^     To  Him  be  all  your  thanks  beftow'd ; 
Through  times  extended  courfe,  his  fame 
In  fongs  of  higheft  praife  proclaim. 

2. 
Ye  who,   on  his  behefts  intent. 
The  courts  of  Ifrael's  Lord  frequent, 
And  pleas'd  within  his  hallow'd  gate, 
Li  regular  fucceffion  wait  ;— 

3- 

Him  praife,  the  everlafting  King, 

And  mercy's  unexhaufted  fpring ; 


Hafte, 
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Halle,  to  his  name  your  voices  rear  ; 
What  name  Hke  His  the  heart  can  chear  ? 

His  love  from  out  the  numerous  birth, 
That  crowns  the  wide-extended  earth, 
Selecls  the  Race  of  Ifaac's  Sons, 
And  Jacob  his  poiTcflion  owns. 

Thy  greatnefs,  Lord,  my  thoughts  atteft, 
With  awful  gratitude  imprefs'd. 
Nor  know,  among  the  feats  divine, 
A  pow'r  that  fliall  contend  with  Thine. 

6. 
'Tis  God,  whofe  all  difpofmg  fway 
The  heav'ns,  the  earth,  and  feas  obey; 
Whofe  might  through  all  extent  extends  ; 
Sinks  through  all  depth,  all  height  tranfcends— 

From  earth's  low  margin  to  the  fkles 
Who  bids  the  pregnant  vapours  rife, 

The 
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The  lightning's  pallid  fheet  expands, 
And  glads  with  fliow'rs  the  furrow'd  lands. 

8. 

Now  from  his  ftorehoufe  built  on  high 
He  gives  th'  imprifon'd  winds  to  fly, 
And,  guided  by  his  will,  to  fweep 
The  furface  of  the  foaming  deep. 

By  his  reflftlefs  ftroke  afTail'd, 
Her  Eldeft-born  proud  Egypt  wail'd; 
Nor  rag'd  his  fword  on  Man  alone; 
Her  flocks,  her  herds  its  fury  own. 

lO. 

New  fcenes  of  dread  her  land  furpriz'd, 
When  God  the  haughty  Chief  chaflis'd, 
And  Each,   who  lent  th*  aflifting  hand 
To  execute  his  ftern  command. 

1 1. 

From  Egypt's  defolated  fhore 

Its  courfe  his  vengeance  onward  bore 

4  A  To 
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To  diftant  realms,  by  juftlce  led, 
And  mightiefl:  Kings  beneath  it  bled. 

12. 

Their  Monarch  Hefbon's  coafts  deplor'dy 
And  Bafan  her  gigantic  Lord, 
While  Canaan  wept  her  forfeit  lands 
Refio;n'd  to  IfraeFs  chofen  Bands. 

Thy  name  fliall  ever  live,   thy  name, 
O  Lord,   (hall  ceafelefs  honour  claim  ; 
Thy  works,  atchiev'd  in  ages  paft, 
To  endlefs  time  remembered  laft. 

14. 

From  Thee  our  Judge  we  wait  our  doom 
Thou,   Lord,   the  balance  wilt  aflume, 
And,  prompt  thy  People's  woes  to  heal. 
The  fentence  of  thy  wrath  repeal. 

Behold,  on  each  polluted  fhore 

The  heathen  Tribes  their  Gods  adore ; 


Of 
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Of  gold  and  filver  form'd,  they  ftand 
The  Creatures  of  the  Artifl's  hand. 

Mouths  have  they,  not  for  fpeech  defign'd, 
And  ears  and  eyes,   yet  deaf  and  bhnd ; 
Their  Hps,  by  nature's  finger  feal'd. 
Ne'er  knew  the  vital  breath  to  yield.  . 

I?- 

Unvifited  by  wifdom's  ray 

Their  breafl: ;   nor  lefs  infcnfate  they, 
Who  made  their  mimic  forms,   or  made, 
With  fruitlefs  pray'r  invoke  their  aid. 

i8. 
Ye  favoured  Tribes,   from  Ifrael  fprung, 
Jehovah's  praife  with  grateful  tongue 
Aloud  proclaim,   and  thankful  join 
To  blefs  the  Majefty  divine. 

19. 
Him  blefs,  ye  Sons  of  Aaron's  Race  ; 
Ye,  who  your  birth  from  Levi  trace, 

4  A   2  And 


Ss6  PSALM    CXXXVI. 

And  All,  whofe  heart  his  laws  dellghtj 
In  thanks  to  Him  your  fongs  unite. 

20. 

Let  Sion  with  enraptur'd  ear 
His  fame  throughout  her  precin61s  hear. 
Who  'midft  her  walls,   eternal  Gueft, 
Has  fix'd  the  manfion  of  his  reft. 


L 
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I. 

I  FT  your  voice,   and  thankful  fing 
Praifes  to  your  heav'nly  King  ; 
For  his  bleflings  far  extend. 
And  his  mercy  knows  no  end. 


2. 

Be  the  Lord  your  only  theme, 
Who  of  Gods  is  God  fupreme  ; 
For  his  bleflings,  &c. 


He 
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He  to  whom  all  Lords  befide 
Bow  the  knee,   and  veil  their  pride; 
For  his  bleflings,   8cc. 

Who  aflcrts  his  jufi:  command 
By  the  wonders  of  his  hand. 
For  his,  &c. 

5- 
Praife  the  Lord,   w^ho,   thron'd  on  high, 

By  his  wifdom  built  the  fky  ; 

For  his,   6cc. 

6. 
Him,  who  bade  the  wat'ry  deep 
Under  earth's  foundation  fleep  5 
For  his,  &c. 

.7. 
And  the  orbs  that  gild  the  pole 
Through  the  boundlefs  aether  roll  ; 
For  his,  8cc. 

Thee, 
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8. 
Thee  J   O  Sun,  whofe  pow'rful  ray 
Rules  the  empire  of  the  day  ; 
For  his,  &c. 

You,  O  Moon  and  Stars,  whofe  Hght 
Breaks  the  horrors  of  the  night. 
For  his,  &c. 

lO. 

When  God's  vengeful  wrath  was  (hed. 
Egypt  mourn'd  her  Firft-born  dead  ; 
For  his,   &c. 

1 1. 

Thence,  by  Him  from  bondage  freed, 
March'd  all  IfraeFs  chofen  Seed  ; 
For  his,  &c. 

12. 

While  his  mighty  hand  he  rear'd, 
And  his  outftretch'd  arm  appear'd ; 
For  his,  &c. 


Aw'd 
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13- 
Aw'd  by  Him,   from  fide  to  fide, 

Lo  !   th'  obedient  deeps  divide  ; 

For  his,  6cc. 

14. 

At  Ills  word  the  billows  flay, 
Part,   and  give  his  People  way  ; 
For  his,   Sec, 

At  his  word  again  they  clofe 
O'er  the  head  of  Jacob's  Foes. 
For  his,   &c. 

16. 

Safe  in  God's  almighty  aid 
Ifrael  o'er  the  defert  ftray'd  ; 
For  his,  &c. 

Kings,   unable  to  withftand. 
Felt  the  vengeance  of  his  hand  ; 
For  his,  &c. 


Chiefs 
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i8. 

Chiefs  for  hardiefl:  deeds  renown'd 
Proftrate  fell,   and  bit  the  ground  ; 
For  his,   &c. 

19. 
Sihon  fierce,   who  forth  to  fight 
Led  the  harnefs'd  Amorite  ; 
For  his,  &c. 

20. 
MIghtieft  Og,  beneath  whofe  fway 
Bafan's  fertile  region  lay  ; 
For  his,  &c. 

21. 

Thefe  he  flew,  and  from  their  hands 
Took  the  forfeit  of  their  lands  ; 
For  his,  &c. 

22. 
Lands,  which  erfl:  by  promife  due, 
Sons  of  Jacob,  fell  to  you. 
For  his,  6cc.  ^ 

On 
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1  '> 
Z3. 


On  our  for  rows  from  on  hi2:h 
God  with  pity  caft  an  eye ; 
For  his,  dec, 

24. 
In  our  battles  o'er  eaeli  head 
He  the  fliield  of  fafety  fpread  ; 
For  his,  &c. 

He  with  food  fuftains,   O  Earth, 
All  who  elaini  from  Thee  their  birth. 
For  his,  See. 

26. 
Lift  your  voiec,   and  thankful  fuig 
Praife  to  heaven's  eternal  King  ; 
For  his  bleflings  far  extend, 
And  his  mercy  knows  no  end. 


4  B  PSALM 
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I. 
TX  THERE  Babylon's  proud  water  flows, 
^  ^      We  fate  and  wept,  while  in  us  rofe 
The  dear  remembrance  of  thy  name, 
O  fair,   O  loft  Jerufalem  ! 
Our  iilent  harps  the  willows  bore, 
Whofe  branches  (hade  th'  extended  fliore. 

2. 

In  haughty  triumph  thus  the  Foe 
Infulting  aggravates  our  woe  : 
''   Come,   tune  to  mirth  your  fullen  tongue  ; 
*'   Rife,   Hebrew  Slaves,   and  give  the  fong  ; 
"   Such  ftrains  as  wont  your  fane  to  fill 
"   On  captive  Sion's  boafted  hill." 

How  fhall  we  yield  to  the  demand  ? 
How,  Exiles  in  a  heathen  land. 


Prefume 


PSALM    CXXXVn.  56s 

Prefume  the  heav'n-taught  fong  to  raifc, 
And  defecrate  the  hallow'd  lavs  ? 
Shall  IfraeFs  vanqulfli'd  Tribes  employ 
Their  mournful  voice  in  hymns  of  joy  ? 

4. 
If  Sion  from  my  breaft  depart, 
Forget  my  hand  its  tuneful  art ; 
Faft  to  my  palate  cleave  my  tongue, 
If,   when  I  form  my  fprightlieft  fong, 
Aught  to  my  mirth  fupply  a  theme, 
But  Thou,  O  lov'd  Jerufalem. 

Think,   Lord,   O  think,   when  Sion  lay 
Abandoned  to  the  dreadful  day, 
How,   as  thy  heavieft  wrath  flic  tried, 
"   Down,   down,   exulting  Edom  cried, 
''   Down  let  the  hated  city  fall, 
"   And  level  to  the  duft  her  wall." 

6. 

Daughter  of  Babylon,  that  woe, 
Deprefs'd,  confum'd,  Thyfelf  fhalt  know, 

4  B  2  Which 
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Which  we,   dire  Murth'refs,   found  from  Thee : 
And  bleft  the  Man,   whom  God's  decree 
Ordains  to  lead  the  flauo-hter  on. 
And  dafli  thine  Infants  on  the  fiione. 

PSALM     CXXXVIIL 

I. 

^  I  ^11 EE,   Lord,   my  harp's  awaken'd  firings 

-"-      Shall  praife,   and  to  the  ear  of  Kings, 
Whofe  pow'rs  thy  facred  imprefs  bear, 
The  ardor  of  my  zeal  declare. 

2. 
In  low  proftration,  tow'rd  thy  fhrlne 
His  knees  thy  Servant  fhall  incline, 
And  thankful  teach  the  rapt'rous  lay 
Thy  faith  and  mercy  to  difplay. 

Thy  fandlity  all  height  tranfcends; 

Thy  word  eternal  truth  attends  ; 

Thy  powV,   while  Thee  my  pray'r  addrefs'd, 

Has  fiird  with  heav'n-born  ftrength  my  breaft. 

Earth's 


P  S  A  L  M    CXXXIII.  s6,- 


:>^:> 


4- 

Earth's  Lords,  by  thy  inftrucllons  led, 

With  Ifrael's  Sons  thy  path  (hall  tread, 
And,  joyous,   as  they  march  along. 
Thy  glory  chaunt  in  grateful  fong. 

Inthron'd  above  the  loftiefl:  fky, 
Thou  dcign'fl  the  Humble  to  defcry,     * 
And,   from  thy  diftant  feat,   deride 
The  frantic  boafts  of  human  pride. 

6. 

When  hoftile  Troops  excite  my  fear. 
Thy  quick'ning  grace  my  heart  fliall  chear, 
Thy  hand  compofe  their  furious  ftrife, 
And  refcue  from  the  fvvord  my  life. 

7- 
What  blifs  thy  promife  bids  me  fliare, 

Hafte,   Lord,   to  yield  ;   nor  from  thy  care. 

O  ever  faithful,  wife,   and  good. 

The  Creature  of  thy  hands  exclude. 


PSALM 
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I. 

'T^H  O  U,   Lord,  haft  fearch'd  me  out ;  thine  eyes 

-*•     Mark  when  I  fit,   and  when  I  rife  ; 
By  Thee  my  future  thoughts  are  read ; 
Thou,   round  my  path,  and  round  my  bed, 
Attendeft  vigilant  ;   each  word, 
Ere  yet  I  fpeak,  by  Thee  is  heard. 

2. 

Life's  maze,  before  my  view  outfpread, 

Within  thy  prefence  wrapt  I  tread, 

And,  touch'd  with  confcious  horror,   ftand 

Beneath  the  fliadow  of  thy  hand  : 

Such  knowledge,  Lord,  how  deep  !  in  vain 

I  feek  its  fummit  to  attain. 

^' 

Where  fhall  I  fliun  thy  wakeful  eye, 

Or  whither  from  thy  fpirit  fly  ? 

Aloft  to  heav'n  my  courfe  I  bear  ; 

In  vain  ;  for  Thou,  my  God,   art  there  : 

If 
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If  prone  to  hell  my  feet  defcend, 
Thou  ftill  my  footfteps  (halt  attend. 

If  now,   on  fvvifteft  wings  upborne, 
I  feek  the  regions  of  the  morn, 
Or  hafte  me  to  the  weftern  fteep, 
Where  eve  fits  brooding  o'er  the  deep, 
Thy  hand  the  Fugitive  fliall  ftay. 
And  dictate  to  my  fteps  their  way. 

5- 

Perchance  within  its  thickefl:  veil 

The  darknefs  fliall  my  head  conceal ; 
But,   inftant,   Thou  haii  clias'd  away 
The  gloom,   and  round  me  pour'd  the  day; 
Darknefs,   great  God,  to  Thee  there's  none; 
Darknefs  and  light  to  Thee  are  one. 

6. 

My  reins,   my  fabrick's  ev'ry  part, 
O  Lord,   the  wonders  of  thy  art 
Proclaim,   and  prompt  my  willing  tono-ue 
To  meditate  the  grateful  fong  : 

With 
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With  deepefl:  awe  my  thought  tlieir  frame 
Surveys:—"  I  tremble  that  I  am." 

7- 
While  yet  a  ftranger  to  the  day 

Within  the  burthen'd  womb  I  lay, 

My  bojies,   familiar  to  thy  view, 

By  juft  degrees  to  firmnefs  grew  ; 

Thy  pow'r  my  lineaments  began. 

To  fhapes  prefcrib'd  the  texture  ran. 

8. 

Day  to  fucceeding  day  confign'd 

Th'  unfinifli'd  birth  ;   thy  mighty  mind 

Each  limb,   each  nerve,   ere  yet  they  were, 

Contemplated  diftiniSt  and  clear; 

Thofe  nerves  thy  curious  finger  fpun, 

Thofe  limbs  it  fafliion'd  one  by  one ; — 

And,   as  thy  pen  in  fair  defign 
Trac'd  on  thy  book  each  fhadowy  line, 
Thy  handmaid  nature  read  them  there. 
And  made  the  growing  work  her  care, 

Conform' d 
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Conform^  It  to  th'  unerring  plan, 
And  gradual  wrought  me  Into  Man. 

I  o. 
Witli  what  delight,   great  God,   I  trace 
The  acls  of  thy  ftupendous  grace  ! 
To  count  them,   were  to  count  the  fand 
That  lies  upon  the  fea-beat  ftrand  : 
When  from  my  temple  deep  retires, 
Thy  prefence.   Lord,   my  heart  infpires. 

I  I. 

Shall  impious  Men  thy  will  withftand. 

Nor  feel  the  vengeance  of  thy  hand  ? 

Shall  not  thy  wrath  terrific  rife. 

The  bold  Tranfgreffors  to  chaftlfe  ?     ■ 

Hence,   Murth'rers,   hence,   nor  near  me  flay  ; 

Ye  Sons  of  violence,   awav  ! 

I  2. 
When  lawlefs  Crouds  with  infult  vain 
Thy  works  revile,   thy  name  profane, 
Can  I  unmov'd  thofe  infults  fee, 
Nor  hate  the  Wretch  that  hatcth  Thee  ? 

4  C  Indignant, 
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Indignant,   In  thy  caufe  I  join, 

And  all  thy  Foes,  my  God,  are  mine; 

Searcher  of  hearts,  my  thoughts  review  ; 
With  kind  feverity  purfue 
Through  each  difguife  thy  Servant's  mind, 
Nor  leave  one  ftain  of  guilt  behind  : 
Guide  through  th'  eternal  path  my  feet, 
And  bring  me  to  thy  blifsful  feat. 


PSALM     CXL. 


I. 


T\  yTY  impious  Foes,  great  God,   repel  ; 
-^^ -^  Their  rage  by  pow'r  fuperior  quell ; 
Do  thou  fubdue  the  adverfe  Band, 
That,   leagu'd  in  guilt,   againfl:  me  ftand. 

2. 

They  toil,   on  fierce  contention  bent, 
New  arts  of  mifchief  to  invent ; 

Whet^ 
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Whet,  as  the  afp,  their  tongues,  and  dip 
In  death's  worft  gall  their  venom'd  lip. 

O  favc  mc  from  tlic  hand  of  wrong, 
And  backward  turn  the  frantic  Throng, 
That,   pleas'd,  in  dire  alliance  meet, 
And  tempt  to  fatal  lapfe  my  feet. 

The  murth'rous  trap,   th'  intw^ining  fnare. 
The  Sons  of  violence  prepare, 
And  guileful,   onward  as  I  tread, 
Befide  my  path  their  net  outfprcad. 

Thou  art  my  God  ;  to  Thee  on  high 
Thus  proftrate  at  thy  throne  I  cry  ; 
O  let  my  pray'r  by  Thee  be  heard, 
From  undiflembling  lips  prefer'd. 

6. 

Strength  of  my  health,  indulgent  Lord, 
Thy  arm  unfeen  each  adverfe  fword, 

4  C   2  As 
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As  o'er  the  field  the  battle  burn'd, 
Preventive  from  my  head  has  turn'd. 

7- 
O  let  not  the  remorfelefs  Band, 

Each  counfel  by  thy  profp'ring  hand 

Accomplifh'd,   and  each  wifh  fupplled, 

Their  conquers  boait  with  growing  pride. 

8. 

Do  Thou,   vindictive,   on  their  heads, 
While  round  the  hoftile  circle  fpreads, 
Intent  my  guiltlefs  Soul  to  flay, 
The  mifchief  of  their  lips  repay. 

9- 
Let  rufhing  flames  their  Sin  chaflife  ; 

Prone  tow'rd  the  pit  (no  more  to  rife,) 

Let  each  with  fault'ring  footfteps  bend, 

And  headlong  to  its  depths  defcend. 

10. 

The  tongue  to  wifdom  unfubdu'd 
From  blifs  its  Owner  fliall  exclude  ;. 

Detradion 
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Detra61Ion  in  the  earth's  domain 
No  lafting  heritage  fhall  gain. 

I  I. 

The  feet  to  violence  inchn'd, 
Defl:ru(^l:ion,   following  faft  behind, 
Shall  hunt,   and  with  unwearied  pace 
Thro'  fin's  dark  maze  their  path  fhall  trace. 

12. 

My  heart  has  known  Thee,   Lord,   prepar'd 
The  Helplefs  and  the  Poor  to  guard. 
To  fave  them  from  oppreflion's  jaws, 
And  vindicate  their  injur'd  caufe. 

The  Souls  fubjedled  to  thy  fear 
To  Thee  the  thankful  voice  fliall  rear^ 
And,  ftudious  of  thy  juft  command. 
Within  thy  fight  accepted  ftand. 
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I. 

O  thee  I  call  ;   O  hafte  Thee  near  ; 
Aly  voice,   great  God,   indulgent  hear; 


With  grateful  odour  to  the  (kies 
As  incenfe  let  my  pray'r  arife, 
And  let  my  hands,   uplifted  high, 
With  full  acceptance  meet  thine  eye, 
As  vi6\ims  on  thine  altar  laid, 
When  eve  extends  its  deepening  (hade. 

2. 

O  let  my  mouth  to  guilt  be  barr'd, 
And  o'er  its  portal  plant  a  guard  ; 
Turn,   turn  from  fm's  purfuit  my  will. 
Nor  let  th'  Artificers  of  ill 
In  me  the  wifh'd  AflTociate  greet, 
Or  fee  me  to  their  path  my  feet 
Incline,   and,   caught  in  error's  fnare, 
Their  feaftful  board  luxurious  (hare. 


Let 
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3- 
Let  virtue's  Friends,   feverely  kind, 

With  welcome  chaftifement  my  mind 

Corre6l,   and,  by  their  precepts  won, 

Let  me  each  error  learn  to  fhun  ; 

But  give  not  Thefe,  great  God,  to  fhed 

The  balm  of  flatt'ry  o'er  my  head, 

Left  fudden  from  thy  wrath  I  feel 

The  ftrokc,   that  None  fhall  know  to  heal. 

4- 
The  pray'r,   that  from  my  lips  proceeds. 

My  horror  of  the  Sinner's  deeds 

Shall  fpeak  ;   nor  Thou  that  pray'r  defpife, 

But,   while  before  their  ftartled  eyes 

From  rocky  heights  their  Chiefs  are  thrown, 

Incline  their  ftubborn  hearts  to  own 

How  fweet  my  words,   and,  taught  thy  fear, 

The  lefTons  of  thy  truth  to  hear, 

5- 

The  beafts,   the  birds  that  wing^  the  air 
Thy  flaughter'd  Saints  infatiate  tear. 

Behold 
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Behold  tlie  grave's  wide  mouth  difplay'd, 
Our  bones  in  heaps  before  It  laid, 
As  when  beneath  tlie  Woodman's  ftroke 
From  the  tall  afli,   or  fpreading  oak 
The  branches  fall,   and  fcatter'd  round 
In  w^ild  diforder  ftrew  the  oround. 

o 

6. 

Father  of  All !   to  Thee  mine  eyes 
I  lift  ;   on  Thee  my  hope  relies  ; 
Do  Thou,   as  'mid  the  toils  I  tread 
By  Men  of  impious  heart  outfpread, 
My  dangers,   not  regardlefs,   fee,    . 
And  let  me,   while  by  thy  decree 
Wrapt  in  the  fnare  themfelves  I  view, 
With  ftep  fecure  my  path  purfue. 
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PSALM     CXLII. 
I. 

^O    God  I  cry  ;   to  Him  my  pray'r 
Addrefs;   to  Him  my  heart  its  care 
Shall  pour,   and  to  his  ear  difclofe, 
In  fad  recital,   all  its  woes  ; 
To  Him,  for  He  the  pray'r  can  hear, 
To  Him  my  fuppliant  voice  I  rear. 

2. 

To  Thee,   great  God,   to  Thee  alone, 
The  traces  of  my  paths  are  known  ; 
Thy  fearching  eyes,   with  fteady  view. 
Through  forrow's  gloom  my  fteps  purfue, 
And  fee  my  Foes  athwart  my  way 
The  cover'd  fnare  infidious  lay. 

I  turn'd  me,   anxious,   on  the  right, 
I  turn'd,  and  round  me  cafi:  my  fight 

4  D  With 
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With  fruitlefs  fearch  ;  no  Friend  was  nighy 
Th'  expedled  fuccoiir  to  fupply, 
With  lenient  tongue  my  griefs  to  chear. 
Or  pitying  drop  the  focial  tear. 

4- 

Forlorn  of  help,   Thee,  mightieft  Lord, 

My  Soul  with  humble  trufl:  implor'd ; 
In  Thee,   all-bounteous  God,  I  cried. 
In  Thee  alone  my  hopes  reiide  ; 
O  while  beneath  my  woes  I  bend, 
To  me  thy  kindlieft  fuccour  lend. 

5- 

While  life  along  my  veins  fliall  ftream, 
Its  portion  Thee  and  blifs  fupreme 
My  heart  (liall  own  ;  O  gracious  hear, 
While  worn  w^ith  griefs  my  voice  I  rear. 
And  let  my  Foe's  fuperior  might 
Thy  pity  to  my  aid  excite; 

6. 
Do  Thou  my  prifon  doors  unbar  ; 
So  fhall  my  tongue  thy  love  declare 


In 
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In  hymns  of  praife,  while,  joy'd  in  me 
Th'  event  of  pious  hope  to  fee, 
The  Souls,   that  own  thy  juft  command, 
With  thankful  wonder  round  me  Hand. 


PSALM     CXLIII. 


I. 


^  I^HINE  ear,  my  God,  propitious  lend; 

-*~      O  ever  juft  and  true,   extend 
Thy  pity,   while  to  Thee  I  pray,. 
Nor  fcrutinize  with  ftridl  furvey 
Thy  Servant's  a61s  :   for  who,   O  who, 
Shall  pure  of  guilt  approach  thy  view  } 

2. 

Thou  feefl:  the  Foe  with  furious  ftrife 
My  Soul  purfue  ;  to  earth  my  life 
He  treads,   and  in  the  horrid  gloom, 
As  thofe  who  'mid  the  filent  tomb 
Through  ages  deep,   from  human  eye    • 
Secluded  far,   has  bid  me  lie. 

4  D   2  I  feel 
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3- 

I  feel  my  vital  ftrengtli  depart, 

And  wild  amazement  fills  my  heart ; 

But,  backward  borne  to  periods  paft. 

Thy  mercies,   Lord,   my  thoughts  have  trac'd. 

And  in  my  breaft  recorded  ftand 

The  wonders  of  thy  mighty  hand. 

Aloft  my  fuppliant  palms  I  fpread  ; 
Nor  more  the  glebe,   its  moifture  fled. 
Longs  the  defcending  fhow'r  to  fee, 
Than  thirfts  my  wearied  Soul  for  Thee  ;, 
O  hide  not,   Lord,   thy  face,  but  fave 
Thy  Servant  from  the  yawning  grave. 

O  let  the  hour  that  wakes  the  day 
Thy  mercy  to  my  ear  convey ; 
While,  for  on  Thee  my  hope  depends, 
In  fervent  thought  my  mind  afcends, 
Expedant,   tow'rd  thy  heav  nly  feat, 
Train  to  the  paths  of  truth  my  feet. 


To 
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6. 
To  Thee,  my  refuge,   Lord,  I  fly  ; 
Do  Thou,  the  deaths  that  wait  me  nigh 
Repel ;  my  will  to  Thine,  for  Thou, 
Thou,   art  my  God,   corredllve  bow. 
And  give  me,   by  thy  fpirit  led, 
The  land  of  righteoufnefs  to  tread. 

7- 
Thy  wonted  mercy,   Lord,   Impart, 

O  quicken  with  thy  grace  my  heart. 

And  let  thy  juftice  interpofe. 

My  forrows  to  relieve,   my  Foes 

To  crufh,   and  from  their  rage  remove 

A  Soul  devoted  to  thy  love. 
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I. 
LEST  be  the  Lord  my  ftrength,  whofe  aids, 
When  lawlefs  force  my  peace  invades, 
My  fingers  for  their  talk  prepare, 
And  difciphne  my  hands  to  war : — 

2. 

My  hope,   my  fhield,  my  ftrongeft  tovv'r, 
The  Friend  that  in  the  dang'rous  hour 
My  hfe   prote6ls,   and  bids  each  land 
Subjc6led  own  my  juft  command. 

Lord,   what  is  Man,   that  in  thy  care 
His  humble  lot  fhould  find  a  fliare  ? 
Or  what  the  Son  of  Man,   that  Thou 
Thus  to  his  wants  thine  ear  (houldfl:  bow? 

What 
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4- 

What  are  his  days  ?— a  fpan  their  line  ; 

Or  what  his  age  compar'd  with  Thine  ? 
Himfelf,   when  in  the  balance  weighed, 
A  nothing,   and  his  life  a  (hade. 

5- 
Defcend,   from  heav'n's  vaft  height  defcend  ; 

Its  wide-fpread  arch  beneath  thee  bend ; 

Touch  the  proud  hills,   eternal  Sire  ; 

And  fee  them  quick  in  fmoke  afpirc  ! 

6. 

Let  fiercefl:  lightnings  through  the  air, 
Now  rufliing,   now  reverting,   tear 
Thy  ftubborn  Foes  ;   and,   edg'd  with  flame, 
Swift  at  their  heads  thy  arrows  aim. 

7- 
Stretch  to  my  aid  thine  arm,   and  fave 

My  life  from  the  devouring  wave  ;. 

Back  let  the  vengeful  Foe  retire, 

Whofe  lips,  whofe  hands  in  fraud  confpire. 

So 
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8. 

So  fliall  my  finger's  artful  ftroke 
The  harp  and  ten-ftring'd  lute  provoke 
New  ftrahis  t'  attempt,   and  with  my  tongue 
In  fweet  divifion  form  the  fong. 

9- 

Guardian  of  Kings  !   thy  fav'ring  might 

Thy  David  through  the   thickefl:  fight 
With  watchful  care  vouchfafes  to  guide, 
And  turns  each  threat'ning  fword  afide. 

10. 
Stretch  out  thine  arm,   O  Lord,   and  fave 
My  life   from  the  devouring  wave  ; 
Back  let  the  vengeful  Foe  retire, 
Whofe  lips,  whofe  hands  in  fraud  confpire. 

1 1. 

So,  nurs'd  beneath  indulgent  fkies. 
Our   Sons  with  full  increafe   fhall  rife, 
Like  youngling  plants,   in  order  rang'd, 
Of  healthful  ftem,  and  leaf  unchano;'d— 


Our 
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I  2. 
Our  Daiic-htcrs  as   tlic   column   fair, 
That,   fafliion'd  by  the   Artifl's   care, 
Claims  in  the  rcgai  dome  a  place, 
The  polifh'd  angle's  noblefl:  grace  : 

So  fhall  the  hind  exultlno^  bear 
The  bleflings  of  the  loaded  year, 
And  the  rich  harveft's  orather'd  ftore 
Load  with  its  heap  th'  extended  floor. 

14. 
Our  oxen  ftrong  for  toil  behold  ! 
The  teeming  Mothers  of  the  fold 
See,   fcatter'd  o'er  the  rural  fcene. 
Their  thoufands  and  their  myriads  yean. 

'5- 

No  more  our  ftreets  the  cries  of  fear, 
Or  fliouts  of  violence  fhall  hear  ; 
Thou,   Lord,   the  tumults  fhalt  afiiiage 
Of  hoftile  force,  and  civil  rage. 

4  E  O  happy 
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l6. 
O  happy  We,   while  thus  our  Race 
The  fignals  of  thy  love  fhall  grace  ! 
O  bleft  the  People,  that  in  Thee 
Their  God,   and  faithful  Guardian  fee  ! 


PSALM     CXLV. 

I. 
^  I  ^HEE  will  I  blefs,  my  God  and  King, 
-*"     Nor  ceafe  thy  wondrous  a6ls  to  fing  ;. 
From  earlieft  morn  to  lateft  eve 
Thy  praifes  on  my  tongue  fhall  live  ; 
To  Thee  my  harp  fhall  wake  each  firing, 
Nor  ceafe  thy  wondrous  a6ls  to  fing. 

2. 

Great  is  our  God  !   in  vain  our  praife 
His  excellence  in  equal  lays 
Would  celebrate  ;  in  vain  the  mind 
Its  height,  its  depth  effays  to  find ; 


Age 
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A^e  to  fucceedlno;  ao;e  thy  mio-ht 

Shall  fpeak,   thy  works,  bleft  Lord,   recite. 


My  tongue  thy  glory  fliall  proclaim, 
The  faithful  witnefs  of  thy  fame, 
Bid  contemplation's  inmoft  thought 
Survey  the  wonders  Thou  haft  wTought, 
And  with  affenting  Myriads  join 
To  blefs  the  Majefty  divine. 

Thy  dreaded  pow'r  fliall  each  rehcarfe, 
Thy  greatnefs  fhall  my  thankful  verfe 
Infpire,  thy  righteoufnefs  and  love 
Our  hearts  inflame,   our  fongs  improve  ; 
Thee  good  and  kind  iliall  Mortals  own, 
To  anger  flow,   to  pity  prone. 

5- 

Far  as  Creation's  bounds  extend. 
Thy  mercies,   heav'nly  Lord,   defcend  ; 
One  chorus  of  perpetual  praife 
To  Thee  thy  various  works  fliall  raife, 

4   E   2  Thy 
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Thy  Saints  to  Thee  in  hymns  impart 
The  tranfports  of  a  grateful  heart,— 

6. 

The  fplendors  of  thy  kingdom  tell, 

Delighted  on  thy  wonders  dwell, 

And  bid  the  World's  wide  realms  admire 

The  glories  of  th'  Almighty  Sire, 

Whofe  throne  fhall  Nature's  wreck  furvive, 

Whofe  pow'r  through  endlefs  ages  live. 

7- 
Thy  promife  truth  eternal  guides, 

And  mercy  o'er  each  acl  prefides  ; 

The  feet,   whofe  fteps  to  lapfe  Incline, 

With  faithful  care  thy  arm  divine 

Shall  prop  ;   the  fpirit  bow'd  with  w^oe 

Thy  all-fupporting  aid  (hall  know. 

8. 
From  Thee,   great  God,   while  ev'ry  eye 
Expe61ant  waits  the  wifli'd  fupply. 
Their  bread  proportlon'd  to  the  day 
Thy  op'ning  hands  to  each  convey  ; 

Thy 
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Thy  ways  eternal  juftice  guides, 
And  mercy  o'er  thine  a6l  prefides. 

9- 
Who  a(k  thine  aid  with  heart  fincere, 

Thee  ever  gracious,   ever  near, 

Shall  own  ;   their  pray'r  in  each  diftrefs 

To  Thee  thy  Servants,   Lord,   addrefs, 

And  find  Thee  (verging  on  the  grave,) 

Nor  flow  to  hear,   nor  weak  to  fave. 

I  o. 
Ye  Souls,   among  his  Saints  inroll'd. 
In  God  your  fure  defence  behold, 
Who  wakes  your  chofen  Train  to  guard  ; 
While  pride  fhall  meet  its  jufl:  reward, 
And  fierce  deftrudion  at  his  word 
Shall  bathe  in  impious  blood  its  fword. 

II. 

Long  as  I  breathe,   my  thankfi.1l  tongue 
To  Him  fliall  meditate  the  fong  ; 

My 
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My  willing  lips  with  praife  o'erflow, 
My  grateful  Soul  with  tranfport  glow; 
From  Man's  whole  Race  his  hallow'd  name 
Shall  thanks  and  endlefs  honour  claim. 


PSALM     CXLVI. 

Halkbijah. 

I. 
TJRAISE,  praife  thy  God,  my  Soul;  his  name 
■^      To  life's  laft  date  my  thanks  fhall  claim, 
And,   long  as  I  exift,   my  lyre 
Shall  wake  to  fmg  th'  eternal  Sire. 

2. 

O  feek  not,   with  prefumption  vain, 
Your  hope  on  Princes  to  fuftain. 
Nor  truft,   when  threat'ning  ills  invade, 
The  ftrengthlefs  prop  of  human  aid. 

His 
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3- 
His  breath  refign'd,   on  earth's  low  bed 

Behold  the  Mortal  reft  his  head  ; 

Nor  farther  fliall  his  thoughts  extend, 

But  with  him  to  the  grave  defcend. 

4- 
Bleft,   who  iheir  help  in  Thee  alone, 

The  God  to  Jacob's  Offspring  known, 

Have  found,   and  to  the  hand  divine 

In  each  diftrefs  their  care  refign  : 

That  hand,   that  form'd  the  heav'ns  and  earth, 
And  call'd  the  watry  deep  to  birth, 
With  all  that  in  the  ample  round 
Of  Nature's  utmoft  reio-n  is  found. 

6. 

nris  God's,   whofe  truth,   through  ages  paft 
Confirm'd,  (hall  time's  extent  outlaft  ; 
'Tis  His,  the  injur'd  caufe  to  right, 
And  crufh  the  arn)  of  lawlefs  might. 


'Ti 


IS 
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7- 
'Tis  His  to  loofc  tlie  Captive's  chain, 

Witli  bread  the  Hungry  to  fuftain, 

1  lie  Blind  reitore.   the  Weak  uprear, 

And  fave  the  Souls  that  own  his  fear. 

8. 
Through  diflant  regions  doom'd  to  roam, 
In  Him  the  Stranger  finds  a  home  ; 
Tis  His  the  Orphan's  breaft  to  chear. 
And  wipe  the  heart-fwoln  Widow's  tear. 

9- 
The  impious  Souls,   whofe  love  of  ill 

To  rafli  tranfgreffion  prompts  their  will, 

Who  dare  from  his  decrees  to  ftray, 

Shall  reap  the  error  of  their  way. 

I  o. 
O  Sion,   in  thy  God  confide. 
And  know  how  fix'd  his  reign,   how  wide  ; 
O'er  lubjed  Worlds  his  juft  command 
To  endlefs  age  confirm'd  fliall  iland. 

PSALM 


\ 
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I. 

/^   Blefs  Jehovah  :   fweet  the  joy, 

^^   When  talks  like  thefe  the  voice  employ  ;, 

To  Him  our  higheft  thanks  belong, 

And  praife  fits  comely  on  our  tongue. 

2. 

'Tis  He,  who  builds  fair  Salem's  walls, 

And  IfraeFs  exIFd  Sons  recals  ; 

Yields  to  the  contrite  heart  relief, 

And  binds  its  wounds,  and  foothes  its  grief. 

3- 

He  to  the  ftars  afligns  their  names, 

(As,   fcatterM  wide,  their  vivid  flames 
Adorn  the  bright  ethereal  plain,) 
And  numbers  with  his  eye  their  train. 

Great  Is  our  God  !  beyond  all  bound 
His  pow'r  ;  beyond  all  fearch  is  found 

4  F  His 
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His  knowledge  ;   in  his  arm  the  Meek 
With  fure  fuccefs  their  aid  Ihall  feek  ; 

5- 

That  arm,  whofe  unrefifted  ftroke, 
On  Each,  who  dares  his  wrath  provoke, 
With  fwift  defcent  its  aim  fhall  guide. 
And  level  to  the  duft  their  pride, 

6. 

Let  ev'ry  tongue,  let  ev'ry  chord. 
Exalt  the  name  of  Jacob's  Lord, 
Whofe  hand  with  clouds  the  heav'n  obfcures, 
On  earth  the  genial  moifture  pours. 

He  bids  the  herb  its  mantle  fpread, 
Luxuriant  o'er  the  mountain's  head; 
Gives  to  the  beafts  their  wonted  food, 
And  ftills  the  raven's  clam'rous  brood. 

8. 

If  o'er  the  field  the  battle  bleed. 
His  watchful  eye  the  ftrengthful  fteed 

Regards 
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Regards  not,  nor  the  Chiefs,   whofe  feet 
Unmov'd  the  (hock  of  Legions  meet. 

On  You,   in  whom  his  fear  refides, 
On  You,   whofe  heart  in  Him  confides, 
His  grace  its  fignals  ftiall  beftow, 
His  arm  with  conqueft  bind  your  brow. 

ID. 

O  Solyma,  his  lov'd  abode, 
Him  praife,   unceafmg  !   blefs  thy  God, 
O  Sion,   who  thy  gates  has  barr'd  ; 
Whofe  various  gifts  thy  Sons  have  fliar'd. 

II. 

His  vifits  teach  thy  grateful  foil 

To  recompenfe  the  Tiller's  toil; 

He  crowns  with  peace  thy  happy  plain ; 

Calls  from  thy  glebe  the  pureft  grain. 

I  2. 

God's  w^ord,  from  heav'n  in  fwlft  career 
Convey'd,  fiiggefts  to  Nature's  ear 

4  F   2  The 
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The  laws  that  regulate  her  frame, 
And  gives  her  ev'ry  a6t  its  aim. 

Flak'd  by  his  art,  the  woolly  fnow 
Falls  filent  on  the  ground  below ; 
By  him  the  froft,  as  afhes  hoar. 
Lies  fprinkled  earth's  wide  furface  o'er. 

14. 
In  hardened  fragments  through  the  air, 
While  Man  its  rigours  fhuns  to  bear. 
His  hail  defcends  ;  in  icy  chains 
His  hand  the  gliding  flream  detains  -^ — 

Till,  at  his  word,  th'  inftru6led  wind 
With  friendly  breath  the  wave  unbind,. 
And  bid  it,  onward  borne,  again 
With  liquid  lapfe  its  courfe  maintain., 

16. 
Such  is  the  God,  and  fuch  his  might, 
Whofe  precepts  Ifrael's  love  invite. 


And 
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And  to  his  Tribes  in  full  difplay 
His  life-dlre6ling  truths  convey. 

17- 
What  realm,  thro'  Earth's  extended  coafts, 

His  care,   hke  thine,   O  Judah,  boafts, 

Or,  taught,  as  Thou,  his  fear  to  own. 

The  dictates  of  his  will  has  known  ? 

i8. 

O  come,  your  thankful  voices  join, 
And  blefs  the  majefty  divine  : 
His  praife,   to  time's  remotefl  day. 
His  pow'r  in  facred  notes  difplay. 

PSALM     CXLVIIL 

r. 

XITE  bleft  Inhabitants  of  heav^i, 
•*"     To  God  be  all  your  praifes  giv'n  ; 
O  praife  Him  from  the  realms  that  lie 
Above  the  reach  of  mortal  eye  ; 

Him 
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Him  pralfe,   ye  Angels  of  his  train, 

Him,   All  whom  heav'n's  vafl  Hofts  contain. 

2. 

Praife  Flim,  thou  glorious  orb  of  light, 
And  Thou,   pale  ruler  of  the  night  ; 
Praife  Him,   ye  ftars;   His  praife  repeat, 
Thou  heav'n  of  heav'ns,  his  awful  feat ; 
And  you,   ye  floods,   that,  heap'd  on  high, 
Prefs  with  your  weight  th'  extended  fky. 

3- 

Let  thefe  to  God  their  voices  rear, 

Who  bade  them  be  ;  and  ftraight  they  were  : 
Who  bids  them  ftand  ;  and  ftand  they  fliall ; 
Nor  aught  the  mandate  ihall  recal, 
That,   fix'd  by  his  almighty  mind, 
To  endlefs  age  their  date  affign'd. 

4- 
Let  not  the  heav'n  God's  praife  confine  ; 

O  All  of  earth  the  chorus  join  ; 


Ye 
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Ye  whales,   ye  deeps,   in  praife  confpire, 
Snow,   vapour,   hail,   and  bickering  fire, 
And  evVy  wind,   and  ev'ry  ftorm. 
That  duteous  his  behefts  perform  ; — 

5- 

Ye  lefTer  hills,    ye  mountains  high, 

Ye  trees,   whofe  fruits  Man's  food  fupply, 
Ye  cedars,   whofe  expanded  fliade, 
Nor  ftorms,  nor  ages  teach  to  fade, 
Ye  beafts,   that  range  th'  uncultur'd  foil, 
Or  patient  lend  to  Man  your  toil. 

Praife  Him,   each  bird  that  wings  the  air, 
Each  reptile,   nurtur'd  by  his  care  ; 
Ye  Kings,   and  Nations  of  the  earth ; 
O  praife  Him  all  of  princely  birth, 
And  Ye,   whofe  doom,   as  juftice  guides, 
The  long-contefted  caufe  decides. 

7- 
Ye  youthful  Bands,  and  Virgin  Choir, 

Each  lifping  Babe,  and  hoary  Sire, 


Wak 


e 
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Wake  to  his  name  your  grateful  fongs ; 
To  Him  alone  all  praife  belongs ; 
His  glory  earth's  wide  bounds  o'erflows, 
Nor  hig^heft  heav'n  its  limit  knows. 

8. 
Ye  Tribes,   exalted  by  bis  arm, 
You,  chief,  the  heav'nly  theme  (hall  warm, 
Blefl  Sons  of  Ifrael's  hallow'd  land. 
Who  neighboring  to  his  prefence  ftand  ; 
O  come,  your  thankful  voices  raife, 
And  confecrate  to  him  your  praife. 


PSALM     CXLIX. 

Hallelujah, 

I. 
^'ING  to  our  God  the  new-form'd  lay ; 
^^  Ye  Souls,  who  his  commands  obey, 
Affembling  join  your  thankful  tongues, 
And  hallow  with  his  praife  your  Songs. 

O  Ifrael, 
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2. 
O  Ifrael,  let  thy  Maker's  name 
With  joyous  zeal  thy  breaft  inflame, 
And  Sion's  Sons  exultino:  {ino- 
The  mercies  of  their  heav'nly  King. 

3- 

Range  in  the  dance  the  facred  Band, 

And  urgre  the  Minftrel's  well-tauo-ht  hand 
To  fl:rike  the  loud-refounding  lyre, 
While  timbrels  in  his  praife  confpire. 

With  what  delight,   great  God,   behold 
Thine  eyes  the  People  of  thy  fold  ! 
Thy  ftrcngth  the  Souls  of  humble  frame 
Their  ever  prefcnt  aid  proclaim. 

5- 

W^ith  conqucfl:  crovvn'd,   and,   rapt  in  joy, 
Let  All,   whom  thy  decrees  C^mploy, 
Thy  name  exalt,   and  thankful  raife 
The  fong  of  gratitude  and  praife. 


Let 
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6. 

Let  All  unite  with  willing  mind, 
Nor  ceafc,  when  on  their  beds  reclined, 
The  filent  midnight's  lift'ning  ear 
With  fono;s  of  loudeft  mirth  to  chear. 

7- 
Thy  mercy  let  their  lips  record ; 

Give  to  their  grafp  the  two-edg'd  fword ; 

And  let  them,   guided  by  thy  hand, 

Deal  vengeance  through  each  Heathen  land. 

8. 

Let  them  the  guilty  Tribes  chaflife, 
Whofe  impious  arm  thy  pow'r  defies; 
Triumphant  in  the  iron  chain 
Their  Nobles  and  their  Kings  detain,— 

9- 

And  while,   infpir'd  with  a6live  zeal. 

Thy  prefer ipt  thus  their  hands  fulfil. 

The  glories  wear,   for  all  prepar'd, 
Whofe  hearts  thy  juft  behefts  regard. 

Hallelujah. 

PSALM 
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Hallelujah, 

r. 
"P^AI'^E,  O  praife,  the  name  divine; 
^      Praife  it  at  the  hallow'd  fhrine  ; 
Let  the  firmament  on  hish 
To  its  Maker's  praife  reply. 

2. 

Let  each  tongue,   and  let  each  chord 
Praife  the  name  of  Jacob's  Lord, 
Let  his  adis,   and  pow'r  fuprcmc. 
To  vour  fono;s  fiio-grefl:  a  theme. 

3- 

Be  the  harp  no  longer  mute  ; 

Sound  the  trumpet,   touch  the  lute  ;. 
Wake  to  life  each  tuneful  ftrin^  : 
Bring  the  pipe,   the  timbrel  bring, 

4  G   2  Let 
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^Let  the  organ  ia  his  praife 
Learn  Its  loudeft  note  to  raife, 
And  the  cynibaFs  varying  found 
From  the  vaulted  roof  rebounds 

All  who  vital  breath  enjoy, 
In  his  praife  that  breath  employ, 
And  in  one  great  Chorus  join  ; 
Praife,  O  praife  the  name  divine. 


GLORIA      PATRI. 

I. 

TN  thee,  O  Heav'n,  O  Earth,  in  thee 
-■-  Be  Glory  to  th'  eternal  Three  ; 
That  glory,  which  through  ages  paft 
Was  ;  is  ;  and  fhall  for  ever  laft. 


OR 
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OR     THIS. 

2-. 

To  Father,   Son,   and  Spirit  bleft, 
Be  praife  in  Heav'n  and  Earth  addrefs'd, 
As  was  and  is,   and  yet  (hall  be, 
When  time  its  lateft  hour  fliall  fee. 

OR     THIS. 

3- 

To  Thee,  one  God,  in  Perfons  threc^ 

As  was,  and  is,  and  yet  fliall  be, 
One  Chorus  let  the  Nations  raife, 
One  fhout  of  univerfal  Praife. 

OR     THIS. 

To  Father,   Son,   and  Spirit  blefl, 
Be  praife,   as  was  at  firfl:,   addrefs'd, 
Such  praife  as  from  th'  Angelic  Choirs, 
And  Saints,  whom  zeal  like  theirs  infpires. 


In 
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In  Heav'n  above  and  Earth  below 
Still  flows,  and  fhall  for  ever  flow. 

O  R     T  H  I  S. 

5- 

To  Father,   Son,  and  Spirit  bleft, 
Be  praife  in  loudefl:  notes  addrefs'd, 
Such  as  the  ftars  of  morning  fiing, 
When  Earth  was  on  its  balance  hung, 
Such  praife  as  from  th'  Angelic  Choirs, 
And  Saints,   whom  zeal  like  theirs  infplres^ 
In  Heav'n  above  and  Earth  below 
Still  flows,  and  fliall  for  ever  flow. 

ANOTHER. 

6. 
All  glory  to  th'  eternal  Three  ; 
Thee,  Father  ;  Thee,  O  Son  ;  and  Thee, 

The  Spirit  ever  bleft  : 
That  glory,   which  through  ages  pafl: 
Unchang'd  has  flood,   and  yet  fliall  laft. 
When  time  has  funk  to  reft. 

ANOTHER. 
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A  N  O  T  n  E  R. 

7- 
All  glory  to  th'  eternal  Three, 

As  was,   ere  time  began  to  roll. 

As  is,   nor  yet  fliall  ceafe  to  be. 

When  time  has  reach'd  its  deftin'd  ooal. 


o 


ANOTHER. 

8. 

Be  glory  to  th'  eternal  Three 
Afcrib'd,   and  highefl  praife. 

As  was,   and  is,   and  ftill  fliall  bo 
Beyond  the  end  of  days. 

A  N  O  T  li  E  R. 

To  th'  eternal  Three  be  giv'il 
Praife  on  Earth,   and  praife  in  Heav'n  ; 
Such  as  was  through  ages  paft, 
Is,   and  fliall  for  ever  lafl:. 

FINIS. 
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